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It having been veported, that the Comedy was written by a
Military Charaéter ; a Gentleman of acknowledged genius
Javoured the Author with the folloewing

PR OL O G U E,
Spoken by MIR. LEE LEWES, dreffed as an Qfficer,

ALL’D forth Thalia’s ftandard to difplay,
And here maintain her fov’reign comic fway,
As Chicf——Dll reconnoitre well t%e ground,
To learn what hoftile lines are drawn around !
[Surveys the Houfe with a glafs,
That’s not a dark defilé in yonder glade ;
For fhould it prove a treach’rous ambufcade, '
No puffing miners have I here in pay,
To fap their works, or turn their covert way ;
No mercenary band who have been wont
To hack and hew like pioneers, in front !
With flying fhells our Engineers fhall try
That well-mann’d battlement which tow’rs fo high!
[ Pointing to the Upper Gallery.
Beneath, our point-blank fhot will furely reach,
And in yon half-moon’d battery make a breach.,
ngo the Second Gallery.
Thefe lovely breaft-works that adorn the field,
To Nature’s gentle fummons foon muft yield!
’ [Side-Boxes, e,
This advanc’d poft the picket-guard to keep,
And that referve, .who are entrench’d chin deep,
We hops to carry by a bold exertion,
At leaft amufe with fome well-plann’d diverfion! -
[To the Pit,
My troops are vet’rans :—it has been their lot,
To form in fronr of fervice hiffing-hot ; ‘
Who, when their ranks are gall'd, or put to flight,
Are fure to rally, and renew the fight,
Unlefs—and then no light-dragoons fcour fleeter,
Their powder fails for want ofg true falt-petre !
Our plan’s avow’d; it is from this firm ftation,
To gain the heights of public approbation !
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WHICH IS THE MAN?

e ————

"ACT L SCENE L

‘ ADrawiNng-Room,

_ (Mrs. JouNsoN croffes the Stage, a Boy following.)

Myrs. Fobnf. ERE, Betty, Dick! Where are ye?

7 fH Don’t you ?ee my Lord Sparkle’s c};r-
riage ?—1 fhall have mz lodgers difturbed with their thun-
dering. What, in the name of wonder, can bring him
here at this time in the morning } —— Here he comes, look~
ing like a rake as he is !

Enter LoRD SPARKLE (yawning).

Spark. Bid’em turn; I'fha'nt ftay a moment. So,
Mrs. Fobnfon, 1 pull’d the ftring juft to fee how your Syl-
vans go on. ‘

" Mprs. Jobnf. As ufual, my Lord; but, blefs me! how
early your Lordfhip is! —

Spark. How late, you mean.—I haye not'been in bed
fince yefterday at one !—I am going home now to reft for
an hour or two, and then to the Drawing-room.—But what
are the two ruftics about ? I have not been plagued with
them thefe three or four days. -

Mprs. Jobnf. They are now out.

Spark. 1 fuppos’d that, or I thould not have call'd, —
But prithee, do they talk of returning to their native woods

. ’

_again?

B ' Mersy
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Mrs. Fobnf. Ohno, Sir I~~The young gentleman feems
to have very different ideas :-sMifs, top, has great {pirits,
.though fhe feems now and then as 2 lofs what to do with
herfelf. - ' .

-Spark. Do with herfelf! Why don’t you perfuade her to
go back to Cornwall? You fhould tell ’em what a vile
place Londonis, full of fnares, and debaucheries, and witch-
crafts.—You don’t preach to ’em, Fobnforn.

Mrs. Fobn/. Indeed | do, my Lord ;. and their conftant
anfwer is, “ Oh, Lord Sparkle 1sour friend ? Lord Sparbfe
¢ ‘would take it amifs if we fhould go; ’twould leok like -
¢¢ diftrufting his Lordhip.”

Spark. Was ever man fo hamperd !—Two fools! to
miftake common forms and civilities for attachments.

Mprs. Fobnf. | fear, my Lord, towards the young Lady
fomething more than forms

Spark. (interrupting) Never,upornt my honour !—I kiffed
her; fo I did all the women in the parifh—the feptennial
ceremony., The brother I us'd to drink vile Port with,
liften to his village-flories, call his vulgarity wit, and his
impudence fpirit; was not that fatigue and mortification
enough, but I muft be bored with ’em herein Town ?

rs. Fobnf. But, Mifs, Sir, talks of prefling invitations
and letters, and——e

Spark. Things of cousfe; they hadinfluence, and got
me the borough. I, in return, faid the was the moft charm~
ing girl in the world; that I ador’d her; and fome few
things that every body fays on fuch occafions, and nobody
thinks of. ‘

Mers. Fobn/. Butit appears that Mifs did think ——-

Spark. Yes, *faith: and on my writing a civil note that
} fhould be happy to fee them in Town, et cztera—which |
meant to have fufpended our acquaintance till the General
Ele&tion—they took me at my \%ord ; and before I thought
the letter had.reach’d ’em, they were in my houfe, all joy
and congratulationd 1 didn’t chufe te be encumber’d with
’em, fo placed ’em ivith you. The Boy was at firft amu-
fing, but our Gircles have had him, and I muft be rid of
him, . -

Mrs. Fobnf. T muft fay, I with I was quit of them at
prefent ; for my conftant lodger Mr. Belville came to town:
haft night, and he wants this drawing-room to himrfelf :
he’s oblig’d to fhare it now with Mr. Pendragon and his
after. :

Spark.




A COMEDY. . 3

Spark. Hey ! Belville !—Gad, that’s lucky! There is .
not a fellow in Town better receiv’d by the women.—
Throw the girl in his way, and get quit of her at once..

Mrs. Fobn/. 1f you mean difhoneftly, my Lord, you have
miftaken your perfon : 1 did not live fo many years with
your mother to be capable of fuch a thing,—Abh, my Loxd,
1f my Lady were living—— ) ‘

Spark. She would {cold to little purpofe,---and you may
{pare yourfelf the' trouble.——1I tell you, I care nothing
about the girl : 1 merely want to get rid of her, and you
muft afilt me,—( Ars. Johnfon turns from bimwith difguft)

Hey-de?'! the nicety of your Ladyship’s honour is
piqued ! Ha ! ha! ha !—the miftrefs of a lodging-houfe !—
Bien drole—Ha! ha! ha! [ Exit Mrs. Johnfon.
But who is this hobbling up flairs ?—Ha ! old Cato the
Cenfor, my honourable coufiri !-—What the devil fhall 1
~ do:—No avoiding him, however.— '

Enter My. F1TZUERBERT.

" 1 wifh I had been out of the houfe, Fitzherbert, before you
appeared ! I know I fhall not efcape without fome abufe.

Fitz. T never throw away reproof, where there are no
hopes of amendment—your Lordfhip is fafe,

Spark. Am [ to take that for wit?

Fitz. Noj; for thenl fear you would not underftand it.

Spark. Pofitively, you muft give me more of -the
felicity of your converfation : I want you to teach
me fome of that happy eafe which you poffefs in your rude-
nefs ; "twould be to me an acquifition. I am eternally get-
ting into the moft horrid fcrapes, merely by politenefs and
. good -breeding.—Here are two perfons now in this houfe,

* for. inftance .

Futz, (interrupting) Whe do not knows; that the lan-
guage of what yox call politenefs, differs from that of truth
and nonour.— Y ou fee | know thofe to whom you allude,—
But we only lofe tijne '—Good day, m !

Spark. Lofe time! Ha! ha! ha!—~Why, of what valoe
can time be to you ? the greateft enemy you Jhave, adding
every day to your wrinkles and ill-humotrs” I'll prove to
you now, that | have employ’d the laft twelve hoursto better
purpofe than you have. Nine of them you flept awaye
the laft three you have been running about Town, frarling
and’ making people unea% with themfelves j—-whilft [

: t T have
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have been fitting peaceably at Weltjic's, where 1 have won,
—guefs what ?

1tz. Half as much as you loft yefterday—a thoufand or

two guineas, perhaps. :

Spark. Guineas! Poh! you are jefting! Guineas are as
fcarce with us, as in the coffers o%
them we ftake with counters, and play for folid earth.

Fitz, (impatiently) Well !
* Spark. Bullion is a mercantile kind of wealth, paffing
thro’the hands of dry-falters, vinegar-merchants, and Lord-

Mayors.—Our Goddefs holds acornucopia inftead of a purfe.

from which fhe pours corn-fields, fruitful vallies, and rich
herds. This morning fhe popp’d into my dice-box a fnug
villa, five hundred acres, arable and pafture, with the next
prefentation to the living of Guzaleton,

Fitz. A church-living in a dice-box! Well, well; I
fuppofe it will be beftow’d as worthily as it was gain’d !-—+
Good day, my Lord, good day ! [ Turning from him.

Spark. Good night, Crabtree—good night ! [Going off.

Enter a SERVANT.

Tell Belville 1 call'd to congratulate his efcape from the-

ftupid country. _ :
Fitz. My {ord! ~
- Spark. (returning) Six} : ‘
- Fitz. | am going this morning to vifit Lady Bel! Bloomer.

1 give you this intimation, that we may not rifk another
gencontre. .

Spark. Civilly defign’d ; and for the fame polite reafon 1
inform you, that I fhall be there in the evening.

Exit Lord Sparkle.
hat time was he in

[Going.

Firz. Your mafter in bed yet!
Town yefterday ?

Serv. Late, Sir.—We fhould have been earlier, but we
met with Sir-#arry Hairbrain on the road, with his new
fox houndf.—Fellin with the hunt at Bagfhot—broke
ccover, run the firft bucft acrofs the heath towards Datchet ;
---fhe then tock right an end for Egham, funk the wind
upon us as far as Staines, where Reynard tcok the road to
Oxford, and we the route to Town, Sir. [ Bowing.

Fitz, Very geographical indeed, Sir.---Now, pray in-
form your mafter——Ob, here we coine !

Enter

the Congrefs. Like
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Enter BELVILLE in a robe de chambre.
Yuft rifen from your piliows !-—-Are you not atham’d of
this } A fox-hunter, and in bed at eleven !

Belv. My dear, morofe, charming, quarrelfome old friend,
1am ever in chara&ter ! —In the country, I defy fatigueand
hardfhip.—Up before the lazy flut Au-o:a has put on her
pink-coloured gown to captivate the plough-boys—{cam-
per over hedge and ditch. Dead with hungcr, alight at a
cottage; drink milk from the hauds ¢f abrown wench, and
‘eat from a wooden platter. In Town, | am a fine gentle-
man; have my hair exa&tly drefled ; my cloaths au dernier
gout ; dine on made-dithes; drink Burgundy; and, in a
word, am every-where the ton.

Fitz. So much the worfe, fo much the worfe, young
man ! To be the ton where Vice and Folly are the ruling
deities, proves that you muft be fometimes a fool, at
others a. , :

Belv, (interrupting ) Pfha! you fatirifts, like moles, fhut
your eyes to the light, an grope about for the dark fide of
' the human charadter: there is a great deal of good-fenfe
and good-meaning in the world. As for its follies, 1 think
folly a mighty pleafant thing; at leaft, to play the fool
gracefully, requires more talents than would fet up a dozen
cynics.

Fitz. Then half the people I know muft have wonderful
talents, for they have been playing the fool from fixteen to
fixty. Apropos! 1 found my precious kinfman Lord
Sparkle here.

Bely. Ay! there’s an inftance of the happy effe&s of
total indifference to the fage maxiins you recommend.

Fitz. Happy effeéts do you call them ? "

Belv. Moft triumphant! Who fo much admired? who
fo much the fafhion ?*—the general favourite of the Ladies,
and the common obje& of imitation with the men. 1s not
Lord Sparkle the happy man, who's to carry the rich and
charming widow Lady Bell Bloomer from fo many rivals?
—And will not you, after quarreling wirth bim half yous:
life, leave him a tine eftate at the end of it ?

Fitz. No, no!—I tell you, No! [#ith warmih,

Belv. Nay, his fuccefs with the widow is certain.—He
boafts his triumph every-where; and as fhe is fuch a fa-
vourite of yours, every thing elfe will follow.

Fitz. Noj; for if the marries Sparkl, fhe will be no
longer a favourite, Yet fhie receives hiin with a degree of

diftinction
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diftin&ion that fometimes makes me fear it; for we fre-
quently fee women of accomplifhments and beauty, to
which every heart yields homage, throw themfelves into
- the arms of the debauched, the filly, and the vain. -

T~ Enter a SERVANT.

+ Serv. Mr. Beauchamp, ) [Exits
Fitzh, Oh! I expected him to call on you this morning.
You muft obtain his confidence; it will afift me in my
defigns. When I found myfelf difappointed in my hopes of
his Lordthip, I fele&ed Beauchamp from the younger
branches of my family : but of this he knows nothing, and
thinks himfelf under high obligations to the patronage of
the Peer; an error in which I wifh him to continue, as it
will give me an opportunity of proving them both.———
But here he comes !—This way | can avoid him. [Exit,

Enter BEAUuCHAMP.

Belv, Beauchamp !=——and in regimentals !——Why,
{)rithae, George, what fpirit has feized thee now ? 'When
faw thee laft, thou wert devoted to the grave profeffion
of the Law, or the Church ; and I expected to have feen
thee invelop'd ih wig, wrangling at the bar; or featedin'a
fat benefice, receiving tythe-pigs and poultry. | :

Beauch, Thofe, Belville, were my {chool-defigns; but
the fire of youth gave me ardors of a different forg. The
heroes of the Areopagus and the Forum have yielded to
thofe of Marathon ; and I feel, that whilft my country is
ftruggling amidft furrounding foes, I ought not to devote
a life to learned indolence, that might be glarioufly ha-
_zarded in her defence.

Bely. (fmiling) 1 fhan’t give you credit now for that
fine flourifh.———This fudden ardor for ¢ the pride, pomp,
and circumitance of glorious war,”—I dare {wear this
heroic fpirit fprings from the whim of fome fine Lady,
who fancied you would be a fmarter fellow in a cockade

" and gorget, ‘than in a ftiff band and perriwig.

Beauch. If your infinuation means that my heart has
not been infenfible of the charms of fome fair Lady,-you
are right ; but my transformation is owing to no whim of
her’s: for, oh Charles! fhe never yet condefcended to
make me the object of her thoughts.

Belv. Modeft too!——Ay, you were right to give u£ the

. C AWe
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Law.~ But who, pray, may this exalted Fair-one be who

never condefeended 2

. Beauch. 1 never fuffer my lips to wanton with the
charming founds that form her name. 1 have a kind of

miferly felicity in gluting on her dear idea, that would be

impaired, fhould it be known to exift in my heart.

Belv. Ha! ha! ha! who can be the nymph who has
infpired fo obfolete a paffion !—In the days of chivalry it -
wou’d have been the ton.

Beauch. 1 will gratify you thus far: The Lady has
beauty, wit, and {pirit; but, above all, a mind.—Is it
paffible, Charles, to love a woman without a mind?

Bely, Has fhe a mind for-you? That is the moft im-
portant 2 eftion. '

Beauch. 1 dare not feed my paffion with fo prefumptuous
a hope ; yet § would not extinguifh it, if I could: for it
is not a love that tempts me. into corners to wear out m
days in complaints: it prompts me to ufe them for themoﬁ
important purpofes:—the ardors it gives me, fhall be felt
in "the land of our enemies ; they fhall know how swel/ I
love. : .

Bely, Poh! poh! this is the gallantry of One Thoufand
One Hundred and One; the kind of paffion that animated
our fathers in the fields of Crefly and Poictiers.——~Why,
no Beauty of our age, man, will be won in this ftile!
Now, fuppofe yourfelf at the Opera (looking through his
hand) ¢ Gad, that’sa fine girl! Twenty thoufand, you
fay? I think I'll have her. Yes, fhe'lldo! l1—-I muft
<t have her! I'llcall on her to-morrow and tell her fo.” Have
you fpirit and courage enough for that, my Ach illes?

Beauch. No truly. B '

Belv, Then give up all thoughts of being received.

Beauch. 1 have nothoughts of hazarding a reception. The
pride of birth, and a few hundreds for my education, were
the fole patrimony the imprudence of a father left me.
My relation Lord Sparkle has procured for me acommiffion.
—Generoufly to offer that and a knapfack to a Lady of
five thoufand a-year, would be properly anfwered by a
contemptuous difmiffion. :

Bely. But fuppofe fhe fhould take a fancy to your knap~
fack ? ) '

Beauch. That would reduce me to the neceflity of de-
priving myfelf of a happinefs I would die te-gbtain ; for

~

never
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pever can I fubmit to be quartered on a Wife’s fortufie,
whilft I have a fword to carve fubfiftence for myfelf.

Belv. That may be in the great flile ; but ’tis fcarcely
in the polite.  Will you take chocolate in my drefling-
room ?

- Beauch. No; I am going to take orders at my Colonel’s s
‘where fhall we meet in the evening ?

Belv. Faith, ’tis impoffible to tell ! I commit myfelf to
Chance for the remainder of the day, and fhall finifh it as
the direfts. [ Exeunt at oppofite fides.

Scene changes to an Apartment at CLARINDA’s.
Enter CLARINDA, reading a Gatalogue, followed by
- TiFFANY. T

Clar. Poor Lady Squander! So Chriftie has her jewels’
and furniture at lait '———1 muft goto the fale. Mark
that Drefllen fervice, and the pearls. (Gives the catalogue
to the Maid) It muft be a great comfort to her to fee her

. jewels worn by her friends.—Who was here laft night ?

(fitting down, and taking fome cards from the table) I came
fx{;.me%o late, I forgot to enquirc! ers. Jelfamy—Lady
Racket—Mifs Belvoir—Lord Sparkle (flarting up)—Lord
Sparkle here ! Oh Heavens and earth ! what poflefled me
to go to Lady Price’s? 1 with fhe and her concert of threc
fiddlesanda Xute had been playing to her kids on the Welth
mountains '—W hy did you perfuade mg to go out laft night ?

Ziff. Dear ma’am, you feem’d fo low-fpirited, that I
thought ‘

Glar. 1 miffed him every-where '—At four places he
was juft gone as I came in.—But what does it fignify ?—
*Twas Lady Bell Bloomer he was feeking, I dare {wear:—
his attachment to the re/ié? is every-where the fubjett.
Hang thofe widows! I really believe there’s fomething ca-
bali{éc:\l in their names.—No lefs than fourteen fine young
fellows of fortune have been diawn into the matrimonial
noofe by them fince laft February.——"Tis well they were
threatened with imprifonment, or we fhould not have had
an unmarried Infant above feventeen, between Charinga.
Crofs and Portman-Square.

Tiff. Well, I am fure I with Lady Bé// was married ;
fhe’s always putting you out of temper.

Clar. Have I not caufe? Till the broke upon the Town,
T was at the top/of fathion—you know I was. My drels,

_ my equipage, my furniture, and myfclf, were the criterions
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of tafte; but a new French chamber-maid enabled hex-
Ladyfhip at one ftroke to turn the tide againft me.

. #ff. Ay, I don’t know what good thefe Mademoi- -
elles ‘ '

Clar. (interrupting) But, Tiffany, fhe is to be at court
to-day, out of mourning for the firft time : I am refolved
No, 1 wen’t go neither, now I think on’t.
—If fhe fhou'd really outfhine me, her triumph will be
increafed by my being witnefs to it.——1I won’t go to St.
James’s; but ll go to Mer route this evening, and, if.’tis
poffible, prevent Lord Sparkle’s being particular to her.—"
Perhaps that will put her in an ill-humour, and then the
advantage will be on my fide. i [Exit Clarinda,

7iff. Mercy on us! To be a chamber-maid to a Mifs
on the brink of Thirty requires as good politics, as being
Prime Minifter! Now, if fhe fhould not rife from her
toilette quite in looks to-day, orif the defertion of a lover,
or the victory of arival, fhould happen, ten to one but I
fhall be forced to refign, without even a Penfion to retire
en. : [Exit Tiffany.

END OF THE FIRST AC:E-

C : ' . AAClT
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ACT II. SCENE I.
An degont Apartment at Lapy BirL BrooMEr"s
Enter JoL1A, with Popers in her Hand,

Fulia. § H AT an invaluable, treafore ! Thofe dear

papers, that have 1%in within the frigid walls.
éf a Convent, mfenfible, and uninterefting to every one
2round them, comain for me 2 westd of happinefs. is
it England ! Mow little he fufpeéis that Z too am heve !

Enter Kty

Ritty. NMr. Fitzberber: will be Here immediately, Mz'am.
ulia, Mr. Fitzherbert? Very well. Has Lady BeZ
finithed dreffing yet ?

Kitty. (fpeaking exceedingly faft) No, Ma’am.—Mr. Crape
the hair-drefler has been with her thefe three hours, and her
maid is running here and there, and Mr. Fobn flying about
to milliners and perfumers, and the new wis-a-vis at the
door to carry her Ladyfhip to court.—Every thing black
banifthed, and the liveries come home fhining with filver
and the moment fhe’s gome out, every y will be in
fuch a delightful hurry about the raute that her Ladyfhip
is to give this evening ; that they fay all the world—

Zulia. Ha! ha! ha! Prithee flop! I can’t wonder if
Lady Bell thou'd be tranfported at dropping her weeds, for
3t feems to have turn’d the heads of the whole family.

Kitty. Oh! dearee, Ma’am, to be fure! for now we fhall

-be fo gay! Lady Bell has {uch fine fpirits '——And ’tis
well fhe has; for the fervangs tell me, their old mafter
would have broke her heart elie.—They all adore her!
1 with you were a little gayer, Ma’am !~——Somehow we
ire fo dull '=="Tis a wonder fo young and fo pretty a

ady—
a‘,?Zlia. Don’t run into impertinence.—I have neither the
i e nor talents for public life that Lady Bell Bloomer
a’.

Kirty, Laws, Ma’am, ’tis all ufe! Yox are always at home;
but Lady Bell knows, that wit and a fine perfon are not
given for a fire-fide at bome (drawling). She fhines every
' : evening

-
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evening in half the houfes of half-a-dozen parithes, and
zhe next morning we have ftanzas in the Bevy of Beauties,
and fonnets, and billets-doux, and all the fine things that
fine Ladies are fo fond of.

Fukia. 1 can bear yoyr freedoms no longer !—Carry thele
flowers with my compliments, and tell her Ladyfhip I fent
to Ricnmond for them, as I know her fondnefs for natural
bouquets ; and bid Harry deny e to every body this morn-:
ing, except Mr. Fitzberbert. o

{Exit Kitty,

Enter Mr,. F1TZHERBERT.

Fitz. Happily excepted, my dear Ward ! But T fuppofe
ou heard m , and threw in my name for a douceur.
can hardly ielieve, that when you fhut your doors on

youth and flattery, you would open them to a crois old
man, who feldom entersains you with any thing but your
faults, .

Fslia. How you miftake, Sir! You are the greateft
flatterer  have: your whole condut flatters sme with-efteem,
and love; and as you do not fquander thefe things—m
(fmiling) : ’ ‘

Fitz. There I muft sorre&t you.——I do fquander them
on few objefts, indeed; and they are proportionably
warmer. 1 feel attachments fifty times as fitrong as your

ood-humour’d {miling people, who are every one’s hum-
le fervant, and every body’s friend. Where is Lady
Bell 2

Fulia. Yet at her toilette, Ibelieve. My dear Sir, 1 am
every hour more grateful to you, for baving given me fp
charming a friend.

Fitz. So 1 would have you. When you came from
France, 1 prevailed on her Ladyfhip to allow you her
fociety, that you might add to the polith of elegant man-
ners the graces of an elegant mind. Here the comes ! het
tongue and her heels keeping time. -

Enter Laody BELL.

Ay, ay, if all the women in the world were prating
young widows, love and gallantry would dic away, and our
suen grow reafonable and difcreet,

’ Ca  Lady Belb
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Lady Bell. Oh you monfter! But I am in fuch divine
{pirits, that nothing youfay can deftroy them. My {weet
Fulia, what a bouquet ! Eady Myrtle will expire.~——She
was fo envelop'd in flowers and ever-greens laft night, that
he look’d like the picture of fair Rofamond in her boweg.
—My dear Fitz, do you know we dined yefterday in
Hill-ftreet, and had the fortitude to ftay till eleven !

" Fulia. 1 was tired to death with the fatiguing vifit.

Lady Bell. Now |, op the contrary, came away with
frefh rclifh for fociety. The perfevering civility of Sir

~ Andrew and the u aukith infipidity of his tall daughter act
like olives : You can't endure them on your palate, but
they heighten the gufto of your Tokay.

Fitz. Then 1 advife your Ladyfhip to ferve up Sir
-Andrew and his daughter at your next entertainment.

- Lady Bell. So I would, only one can’t remove ’em with
-the deflfert. But how do you like me ? Did you ever fee

fo delightful a2 head ? Don’t you think I fhall make a
thoufand conquefts to-day ? .

Fitz, Doubtlefs, if you meet with fo many fools.—But
.pray, which of thofe you have aiready mace, will be the
-moft flattered by all thefe gay infignia of your liberty ?

Lady Bell. Probably, he whom it leaft concerns.

zulia. Pray tell us which is that ? '

ady Bell. Oh, Heavens! to anfwer that, requires more
refle€tion than I have ever given the fubje&. :

ulia. Should you build a temple to your lovers, I fancy
we fhould find Lord Sparkle’s name on-the altar.

Lady Bell. Oh'! Lord Sparkle! Who can refift the
gay, the elegant, the all-conquering L'ord Sparkle 2 the
moft diftinguifhed feather in the plume of falhion—with-
out that barbarous ftrength of mind which gives impor-
tance to virtues or to vices. Fathionable, becaufe he’s
well dreft: Brilliant, becaufe he’s of the firft Clubs,
and ufes his borrowed wit like his borrowed gold, as tho® it

* was his own. A ’ '

Fitz. Why, now, this man, whom you underftand fo
well, you receive as tho’ his tinfel was pure gold. -

Lady Bell. Aye, to be fure! Tinfel 18 juft as well
for thew.—The world is charitable, and accepts tinfel for
gold in moft cafes.

Fitz, But in the midft of all this funfhine for Lord
Sparkle, will you not throw a ray on the fpirited, modeft

Beauchamp 2
’ - Lady Bell,
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- - Lady Bell. A ray of favour for Beauchamp!~—~Were I fo

‘inclincd, to make it welcome, 1 muft change my fan tor a
{pear, my feathers for ahelinet, and ftanc forth a Tlaleftris,
~—You know his miftrefs is War—(fightng, and then reco-
vering ).—But why do [ trifle thus r—"1he Lour of triumph
is at hand. :

Fitz, Of what? _

. Lady Bell.. The moment of triumph !—Anglicc, the mo-
ment when, having fhown myfelf at balf the houfes in St.
George’s, I am fet down at St. Jam 's’s, .my fellows ftand-
ing on each hand, as I defcend——the whifper flying through
the croud, ¢ Who 1s fhe? Who is that fweet creature ?—
<« One of the four heireflts :”—¢ Na; fhe’s a foreign am-
¢¢ bafladrets.” I afcend the ftairs—move flowly thro’
the rooms—drop my fan—incommeode my bouquet—itay to
-adjuft it, that the /iztle gentry may have timne to fix their
admiration—again move on—enter the Drawing-room—- -

throw. a flying glance round the Circle, and fee nothing but
fpite in the eyes of the women, and a thoufand namelefs
things in thofe of the men.

Fulia. ‘The very foul of giddinefs ! .

Lady Bell. The very foul of happinefs '—Can T be lefs?
~—Think of a widow juft emerg’d from her weeds for a huf-

_ -band to whom her father, not her beart, united her—my

jointure elegant—my figure charming—deny it if you dare!
Pleafure, Fortune, Youth, Health, all opening their.
ftores before me ; whilft Innocence and confcious Honour
.fhall be my handmaids, and guide me in fafety through the
dangerous ordeal.

Fitz. ‘To your Innocence and confcious Honour add, if
you have time (archly), alittle Prude¢nce, or your centinels
may be furpris'd afleep, and you reduc’'d to a difgraceful
capitulation. ~ '

- Lady Bell. Oh! I'm miftrefs of my whole fituation, and
cannot be furpris'd,—~—FEut, Heav'ns! 1 am lofing a con-
.queft every moment I ftay !—The Loves ard Pleafures have
"prepared their rofy garlands—my triumphal car is waiting
—and my proud fteeds neighing to be gone.———Away to
vi¢tory !—— [ Exit with great fpirit,

Fitz. A charming woman, 7ulia!—She conceals a fine
underftanding under apparent giddinefs; and a moit fenfible
-heart beneath an air of indifference.

JFulia. Yes, I helieve her Lad{ﬂmip’s heart is more fenfible
than fhe allows to herfelf. 1 rally her on Lord Spart/e, but

it
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it is Mr. Beauchamp, whofe name is never mentioned but
her cheeks tell fuch blufhing truths, as fhe wou'd never
forgive me for obferving.
tz. Upon my word, you feemn well acquainted with
your friend’s heart !'——Will you be equally frank as to
our own # "y heart! .
ulia. (in great confufion) Sit!———my heart!

;itz. Yes f will yo/t-x affift me in readt’ng it?

Julia. To be fure, Sir.

Fitz, Then tell me, if amongft the painted, powdered,
gilded moths whom your beauty or fortune have allured, is
“there one whom you would honour with your hand e
"Aye, take time; [ would not have you precipitate.

;ulia. (hefitatingly) No, Sir—not one.

itz. I depend on your truth, and on that affurance in-
form you, that a friend of mine is arriv’d in town, whom I
_mean this morning to prefent to you.
;«Iia.' As a——
itz. Asalover, who has my warmeft wifhes that hemay
,become your hufband.

Fulia. Do 1 know the perfon for whom you are thus in-

_terefted, Sir? o

- Fitz, You do not; but I have had long intimacy with
.him, and 'tis the deareft wifh of my heart ta fee him and
Fulia Manners united.

Fubia. 1trugt, Sir, you will allowe——

Fitz. Be under po apprehenfions.-—-Much as P'm inte-
refted in this union, your ipclinations fhall be atténded to.
~—I am now going to your lover, and fhall introduce him
to you this’ moming..——Cone, don’t lock fo diftrefs’d,
phizl, at the approach of that period which will give you
dignity and charaler in fociety.—The marriage-ftate is that
- in which your fex evinces its importance; and where, in
the interefting circle of domeftic duties, 2 woman has room
to exercife every virtye that copflitutes the Great and the
Amiable. ' ’ ’ [Exit Fitzherbert.

Fulia. The moment I fo much dreaded is arrived | How
fhall I reveal to my Guardian, and to Lady Bel/, that I am
married ? that | have already dared to take on me thofe im-
portant duties ? I muft not reveal it—my folemn promife
to my hufband—But where is he !~Oh | 1 muft write to
him this moment, that 1 may not be left defencelefs to brave
the ftorm of offended authority, and love. [Ewxit Julia.

SCENE
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SCENE II. Berviire's Lodgings.

Enter BELVILLE new-dreff,

Belv. Let my trunks be ready, and the chaife at the
door to-prorrow morning by fix, for I fhall dine in Dover.

Fitz, Ha! juft in time, I fee '—You are ready plumed
for flight. .

Belv, True; but my flight wou'd have been to you.—
Impatient. to know the caufe of your fummoning me from
the Dyyades and Hamadryades of Berkfhire, your letter
reach’d me at the very inftant I was fetting out ¥or Dover,
in my way to Paris.

Fitg, Paris!

" Belv, Yes. :

Fitz. Poh! poh! ftay where you are, ftay where you are!
The great turnpike between Dover and Calais is a road de-~
ftruétive to this kingdom ; and I with there were toll.gates
erefted on its confines, to reftrain with a heavy tax the
number of its travellers,

Bely, 1 fear the tax would be more generally felt than
the denefit; Tor it would reftrain not only the folly-mongers

and the fathion-mongers, but the rational enquirer and the -

travelling connoiffeur.

Fitz. So much the better! fo much the better'—Our
travelling philofophers have dane more towards deftroying
the nerves of their country, than all the politics of France.
Their chief aim feems to be, to eftablifh infidelity, and to
captivate us with delufive views of manners ftill more im-
moral and licentious than our own.———Hey-dey ! who's

this ?-=-Oh, the Cornith lad, I fuppofe, whom Lord Sparkis-

placed here, ,

Belv. (langhing) Yes; an odd being !—He was defigned
by nature for a Clodpole;, but the notice of a Peer overfet
the little underftanding he had, and fo he commenced fine

gentleman. He has.a fifter with him, who ran wild upon

the commons till her father’s death; but fhe fancies her-

felf a wit, and fatirizes Bruin,—Here he comes.

Egmr PENDRAGON.

. Pen. My dear fellow-lodger, ’'m come tom=-=Oh! your
fervant, Sir ! (to Fitzherbert)«Is this gentleman 2 friend
of yours? .
Belv, Heis.
Pexn,
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Pen. Your hand, Sir! (paffes Belville, and flands betweer
" them)—==1f you are Mr. Belvilles friend, you are my friend,
and we are all friends ; I foon make acquaintance.

Fitz. A great happinefs! . ‘

Pen. Yes, foit is, and very polite too. I have been in
the Great World alimoft fix weeks,. and I can fee no diffe-
rence between the Great World and the Little World, only
that they’ve no ceremony; and fo as that’s the mark of
good-breeding, I tries to hit it off.

Fitz. With fuccefs.

Pen. To convince ynu of that, Il tell you a devilith
good thing.—You muft know——

Fitz, (interrupting) Excufe me now, but I am convinc'd
you will amufe me, and defire  your company at dinner—
they’ll give you my addrefs below. Mr. Belville, 1 have
bnﬁynefs of importance. : :

[ Exit Fitzherbert and Belville.
- Pen. Gad, I'm glad he afk’d me to vifit him '~—He muft
bea Lord by his want of ceremony. (imitating) ¢ Mr,
Belyille, 1 have bufinefs of importance”—and oft they go.
—Now in Cornwall we thould have thought that damn’d
rude—but ’tis eafy.—< Mr. Belville, 1 have bufinefs of im-
portance.”—(going) Eafy—ealy—eafy!

Enter Soruy PENDRAGON.

Sophy. Brother Bobby /—Brother Bokby ! *

Pen. (returning) 1 defire, Mifs Pendragon, you won’
krother me at this rate—making one look as if one didn’t
unow Life.—How often fhall 1 tell you, that it is the moft

ngenteel thing in the world for relations to Brotker, and

Father, and Coufin one another, and all that fort of thing.
1 did not get the better of my fhame for three days, when
you bawld out to Mri. Dobfon at Launcefton Concert—
“Aunt, Aunt, here’s room between Brother and I, if

-Coufin Dick will fit clofer to Father !

Sophy. Lack-a-day !—and where’s the harm? What
¢’ye think one has relations given one for :—To be atham’d
oty ’em ¢ '

Pen. 1 don’t know what they were given us for; but 1
know no ﬁung man of fafhion cares for his relations.

Sophy. More fhame for your young men of fathion ; but
1 affure you, Brother Bobby, 1 Exall never give in to any
fuch unnatural, new-fangled ways. . As for you, fince
Lord Sparkle took notice of you, you are quite another

. ' things
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’th'mg) You ufed to creep into the parlour, when Father
had company, hanging your head like a dead partridge;
fteal all round the room behind their backs to get at a
chair; then fit down on one corner of it, tying knots in
your handkerchief; and if any-body drank your health,
rife up, and fcrape your foot fo—*¢Thank you kindly,
Sir!’— ) , .

Pen. By Goles, if you—( /haking bis fif?)

. Sophy. %ut now, when you enter a room, your hat is
tofs'd carelefsly on a table; you pafs the company with a

- half bend of your body; fling yourfelf into one chair, and
throw your legs on- another :—*¢ Pray, my dear Sir, do
me the favour to sing.”-—¢ John, bring Lemonade.”—
<« Mrs. Plame has been driving me all morning in Hyde-
Park, againft the wind, and the duft has made my throat
mere plaifter of Paris.”— R

Pen. Hang me, if I don’t like myfelf at fecond-hand
better than I thought I fhould !'—Why, if I do it as well
as you, Sophy, 1 fhall foon be quite the thing '—And
‘now DI'll give  you a bit of advice :=As ’tis very certain
Lord Sparkle means to introduce you to High Life, ’tis
fitting you fhould know how to behave; and as I have
been amongft ’em, I can tell you.

Sophy. Well! a ‘ .
_ Pen. Why, firft of all, if you fhould come into a draw-
ing-room, and find twenty or thirty people in the circle,

u are not to take the leatt notice of any one. - .

Sophy. No!

Pen. No! The fervant will, perhaps, get you a
¢hair ;—if not, flide into the neareft. The converfation
will not be interrupted by your entrance; for they’ll take
as little notice of you, as you of them,

Sophy. Ptha! :

Pen, Then, be fure to be equally indifferent to the
coming-in of others.—~1 faw poor Lady Carmine one
night dying with confufion, for the vulgarity and ill-
breeding of her friend, who a&ually rofe from her chair,
atl the entrance of the Dutchefs of Dulcet and Lady Betty
Blowze.

Sopky. Be quiet, Bibby! i

Pen. True, as I ain a ‘young man of fathion '—Thei
you muft never let your difcourfe go beyond one word,;—If
any body fhould happen ‘to take the trouble to entértain
the company, you may throwli)n—-“ Charming !'—Odious!

~Capital I

)
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«~Capital "~~Never mount to a phrafe, unlefs to that dear
delightful one, of ¢¢all that fort of thing.,”—The ufe
made of that is wonderful l—=<¢ Allthat fort of thing,” is
an apology for want of wit; it is a fubftitute for argu-
ment ; it will ferve for the point of a ftory, or the fate of a
battle. '

Sopby. Well then,—upon going away ? ‘ '

Pen. Oh, you go.away as you came in!«If one has a
mind to give the lady of the houfe a nod, (nodding) one
may ; but ’tis fhll higher breeding to leave ber with as lit-
tle ceremony as / do you. [Ex:t Pendragon without leok-
ing at her. : '

Sophy. 1 wifh I could be fure it was the fathion not to

' mind forms, 1’d go dire&ly and vifit Lord Sparkie. 1could

tear my eyes out to think 1 was abroad to-day when he

call'd on Mrs. Fobnfon /—In all the books I have read, I

nevér mét with a lover fo carelefs as he is.—Sometimes I

have a mind to treat him with difdain, and then I recol-
le& all I have read about Ladies behaviour that break

their Lovers hearts;=~but he won’t come near me.—

Now [ have been three days in a complying humour—

but ’tis all one; ftill he keeps away. Fll be hang'd, if L

don't know what he’s about foon!—He fhan’t think to

bring me from the Land’s End to make a fool of me:

Sophy Pendragon has more {pirit than he thinks for.

' [Exit Sophy.

Reenter F1TZHERBERT and BELVILLE.

Bel. A Wife! Heaven’s laft beft gift !—But—a—no~—I
fhan’t marry yet. 1 have a hundred little follies to a& be-
fore I do fo rafh a thing.

Fitz. ButI fay, you fhall marry. 1 have ftudied you
_from eighteen, and know your chara&ter, your faults, and
your virtues ; and fuch as you -are, I have pick’d you out
from all the blockheads and fools about you, totake a fine
girl off my hands with twenty thoufard pounds.

Bely. "Tis a bribe, doubtlefs !=-But what is the Lady ;
Coquet, Prude, or Vixen ?

olclitz. You may make her what you will. Treat her
with confidence, tendernefs, and refpe&, and fhe'll be an
" angel; be morofe, fufpicious, and negle&tful, and fhe’ll
be—a woman.—The Wife’s chara@®er and condu& is a
~ comment on that of the Hufband. !

Belv,
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Belv. (gaily) Any thing more ?¥— o

Fitz. (ges,y{'he iZ my %vard, and the daugt\lter of the
friend of my youth.—1I entertain-parental affetion for her,
and give you the higheft proof of my efteem in transferring
to you the care of her happinefs. Refufeit, if you dare.

Belv, Dare! My dear friend, I mu/? refufe the honour

ou offer me.

Fitz, How 1 ,
_ Belv. To be ferious, it is not in my power to wed the

nytz. T underftand you.—I am difappointed !—I fhould
have mentioned this fubject to you, before I had fuffered it
to make fo ftrong a feature in my pi&ure of future happi-.
nefs. ‘ . '

Bel. Would you had, that I might have informed you,
at once—that I am~—married. :

Fitz. Married |—=Where, when, how, with whom?

Bely, Whire ?—In France,——/hen 2—About eight -
months fince. Hiw 2—By an Englifh clergyman.
WVith whom 2—Ah, with fuch a one |——Her beauty is of
the Greek kind, which pleafes the mind more than the .
eye~Yet to the eye nothing can be more lovely.—To .
this charming creature add the name of Fulia Manners, -
and you know my wife. ‘

Futz. Fulia Manners! Fulia Mannérs did you fay ?

Belv. Yes, _Zulia Manners ! 1 firft knew her at the houfe

-of a friend in Paris, whofe daughters were in the fame con-
vent with herfelf. I often vifited her at the grate; at
length, by the afliftance of Mademoifelle St. Val, prevailed-
on her t6 give me her hand, but was immediately torn from
her bz a fummons from my uncle at Florence ; whence I
was difpatched to England on a minifterial affair.

Fitz. So, fo, fo, very finel (afide)——I1 fuppofe you
had thie prudence to make yourfelf acquainted with the
Lady’s family, before you mayried her ?

Bely. Yes: her family and fortune are’elegant. She
has a guardian, whofe addrefs the fweet Obftinate refufed
to give me, that the might herfelf, reveal the marriage ;~—
which I had reafons, however, to requeft her not to do, .
till we both arrived in England. ' ‘

Fitg, Then you have not feen your bride in England ?

Bely. Oh no!—My Fulia is yet in her convent. I have
been preparing for her reception irp Berkfhire, and have.
writtén to inform her, that I would meet her at Calais; but

: Da I fear

v
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1 fear my letters have miffed her, and fhall therefore fet put
for Paris, to condu& to England the woman who muft
give the point to all my felicities. '

Fitx. (afide) And has Julia been capable 6f this ! ——
Ungrateful girl! is it thus fhe rewards my cares ?

Belv., Your filence and your refentment, my dear friend,
whilft they flatter, diftrefs me. . '

Fitz. I'm indeed offended at your marriage, but not with
you :—on you 1 had no claims, T '

" Bely, 1do not appreliend you.

Fitz, Perhaps not; and at prefent I fhall not explain
myfelf, (faing ) ‘ ' '

Belv, 1t you will leave me, adieu! I am going to run
over the ’I}:)yvn. My mind; impatient for "the moment
which carries me to my fweet bride, feels all the interme-
diate time a void, which any advénture may fill up. [ Exit.

Firz. Spite of my difpleafure, I can hardly conceal from
him his happinefs |—Yet T will.—Fulia mug be punifhed.
To vice and folly I am content to appear fevere; but
ought not to have thouglit me fo. I'have not deferved this,
want of confidence, and muft corre&t it. If I don’t miftake,
Pendragon is a fit inftrument.—'ll take him home with me,
—Yes, yes, my young Lady, you fhall bave a lover |—
Oh thefe headftrong girls! -+ - - oo [Exit.‘

END OF THE SECOND ACT.




A GOMEDY. M

ACT I, SCENE L
Lonn‘ SPARKLE's. -

LoRrp SPARKLE and BEAuCHAMP difcover'd ai a Table,
gn.which-are Pens, Paper, &c. SPARKLE fuperbly drefts

Spark. POO R George ! and fo thou wilt really be in a
[ .few days in the bofom of the Atlantic |

¢¢ Farewel to green fields and fweet graves,

$¢ Where Chloe engag’d my fond heart.”— .

: " (rifes and comes forward)
Hey for counterfcarps, wounds, and vi&tory !

Eeaucb. 1 accept your laft words for my omen ; ‘and
now, in the true fpirit of Homer’s Heroes, fhould take my
congé, and depart, with its influence upon me. -

ark. Firft take an office which I know muft charm
you.—Yon admire Lady Bell Bloomer # ) _
" Beauch., Admire her l—Yes, by Heaven——{(with great
warmth) . )

Spark. (interrupting) No heroics, dear George—no he=
.roics | They are totally out now-=totally out both in
love and war. : .

Beauch. How, my Lord ! ‘

Spark. Indifference !—that’s the rule.==We love, hate,
quarrel, and even fight without fuffering pur tranquilit

.

to'be incommoded ;—nothing difturbs.—The keeneft dif- -

cernment will difcover nothing particular in the bebhaviour
of lovers on the point of marriage, nor in the marricd,
whilft the articles of feparation are preparing.

Beauch.,” Difguftful apathy l——What becomes of the -

enerﬁies of the heart in this wretched fyftem ? Does it
annihilate your feelings ? . i -’

"Spark. Oh, no !—I feel, for inftance, that I muft have
Y.ady Bell Bloomer, and 1 feel curiofity to know her fenti-

ments of me, of which, however, I have verz: little doubt ¢

but all my art can’t make her ferious; fhe fences admira«
bly, and keeps me at the length of her foil.—To you fhe
weill be lefs on her guard. o )
Beauch. Me! you furprife me, my Lord! How can [
be of ufe in developin%her Ladythip’s fentiments ?
Spark. Why, by fifting them. When you talk of me
feeif fhe blnf {;es. Mention fome woman as one whom
R o ' T admire,
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admire, and obferve if fhe does npt make fome fpiteful re~
mark on her thape, complexion, or condu@; provoke her
to abufe me with violence, or to fpeak of me with confu-
fion—in either cafe, I have her. !

Beauch. Your inftrulions are mﬂ?le, my Lord; but I
do not feel myfelf equal to the embaffy. -

Spark. (with piqgue) Your pardon, Sir}. You refufe then
10 oblige me ? : ' o

Beauch. 1 cannot refufe you—my obligations to youy
Lordfhip make it impoffible :—~but, of all mankind, | per-
haps am the Jaft you fhou’d have chofen for the pu,rpqg:

‘Spark. Nay, prithee don’t be ridiculous} It is the laf}
fervice you can do me : and you are the only man whom I -
could entruft with fo delicate a bufinefs.
" Beauch. I accept it 3s a proof of your Lordfthip’s con-
fidence, and will difcharge tli:e commiffion faithfolly.——
(afide) It will at leaft give me an occafion tq converfe with
Lady Bell, and to converfe with her on Joveew——Oh ! my
heart | how wilt thou contain thy ardors in the trying
" moment ? ' - [ Exit Beauchamp.

Spark. Ha! ha! ha! I am confirm'd in my fufpicions,
- that the fellow has had the vanity. to indulge a paffion for
Lady Bcll himfelf. Well, fo much the better ! the com-
miffion I haye given him will fufficiently punifh him for his
Prefuqnp;_ion.

.

" Enter a SERvVANT. o

Seru, Wrs. Kitty is below, my Lord, Mifs Manners's
woman, o .

Spark. Hal Send her up—fend her up. (Exit Serv.) I had
began to give up that affair ; but I think I won’t ncither.
It will be rather a brilliant thing to have Lady Be/l for a
wife, and her friend for. a miftrefs :—yes, it will be a
E:;pt. 1 think I'll have the eclat of the thing.—(Enter

itty)-—Well, Kizty, what intelligence from the land of
intrigue ? What fays the little froft-piece Fulia ?
" Kitty, Oh, nothing new, my Lard! She’s as infenfible
as ever.—I makes orations all day long of your Lordfhip’s
merit, and goodnefs, and fondnefs, and-———e

Spark. (flaring) Merit, and goodnefs, and fondnefs !
And don’t you give a* parenthefis to my fobriety, and my
peatpefs too! Ha! ha! ha! you foolith little devil, I
thought you knew better I—Tell her of my fafhion, my
extravagance; that I play deepeft at /P%/tjic’s, am the :eﬁf{

e . . - , . re
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dreft at the Opera, and have half ruined myfelf by grant-
ingﬁannuities to pretty girls.~—Goodnefs axyxd fon are
baits to catch old prudes, not blooming miffes. .

Kitty. What, my Lord! is fpreading out your faults
the way to win a fair Lady ?

Spark. Faults! Thine is chambermaid’s morality, with

- a vengeance |—What have all my paft leflons been thrown
. away upon thee, Innocence I-—Have I not told thee, that
the ‘governing paffion of the female mind is the rage of
being envied ? The moft generous of them wou'd like to:
break the hearts of half-a-dozen of their friends, by the
preference given to themfelves. Go home again, good
Kitty, and con your leffon afrefh : if you can pick up any
ftories of extravagance and gallantry, afix my name to
%em and repeat them to your miftrefs. -

Kitty. Then fhe’ll tell em to Lady Bell, perhaps, for a
warnin

Spark. (drawling) For a warning, quothal—My de-
voirs to Lady Bell are of a different kind, and we under-
ftand each other. I addrefs ber for a wife, becaufe the’s
the fathion; and I addrefs Fulia for a miftrefs, becaufe 'tis
the fathion to have miftrefies from higher orders than femp~

"ftrefles and mantua-makers, ‘

Kitty. And is that your only reafon, my Lord, for
bribing me fo high ?

Spark. Not abfolutely. I have a pique againft her .
guardian, who, tho’ he has the honour to be related to me,
will not fuffer me to draw on his banker for a fingle gui-
nea. His eftates, indeed, he can’t deprive me of ; fo as it
can do no harm, I'll have the ec/at of affronting him with
fpirit.

Kitty, Oh Gemini! I am glad to hear that! I'd do
any thing to plague Mr. Fitzberbert, and can go on now
with a fafe confcience !—He had like to have loft me my
place once, becaufe he thought I was flighty ;—but I'll be
up with him, now.

Enter SERVANRT.
Serv. Mr. Belville. [Exit,

Enter i!n.vn.x.z.
Spark. My dear Belville! (apart) Go, Kitty, into that
room, I'll fpeak to you prefently. ‘ [.’Ex:'t Kitty.
Welcome
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Welcome once ‘more to the region of bufinefs and plea<
fure! ’

Bev. 1 thank you ! But pray, my Lord, don’t difmils

the lady. o .
" Spark. Thelady! Ha! hal ha! That lady, Sir, is &
Lady’s gentlewoman, 2n’t pleafe ye! 1 fuppofe you have
heard that I am going to marry Lady Bell Bloomer ; we are
the two moft fathionable people in town, and in courfe
muft come together.

Belv. A clear deduion. .,

Spark. Now fhe has a friend, whom 1.mean at the fame
time to take for a miftrefs:—won’t that be a ftroke, eh}

Belv, Decidedly. Your life is made up of ftrokes !
Every thing with you, my Lord, is a hit,, .

Spark. True, truel 1 deteft a regular mechanical mode
of doing things.—Men of fenfe have one way of getting
through life ; men of genius, another. .

Belv. Doubtlefs; and the advantage lies with the men
of genius, for to their genius are all their faults imputed ;
nay, their faults are confidered as the graceful meanderings
of a mind to0 ethereal to be confined to the rules of com-
mon-fenf¢ and decorum ;—a mighty ealy way of building
reputation | ha! ha! ha! You are dreft with infinite
malice to-day, my Lord.

Spark. Malice ! Not at all.—The women now-a-days
are neither caught by finery or perfon !—I am dreft for
court.-—I was going to Weftminfter ; but I hear there is
to be a prefentation of Miffes to-day, and I would not for
the world lofe the dear creatures blufhes on their firft ap-

* pearance; for, faith, moft of them will never blufh again.
—Will you go? L

Bilv. *Tis too late to drefs : befides, I have devoted this
day to adventure. ' I am rambling through the town, dif-
covering what new ftars have appeared in - the Galaxy of
Beauty during my abfence, and a dangerous progrefs it is.
‘The rays of a pair of black eyes from a ‘chariot in Pall-
mall would have annihilated me, had not at the fame in-
ftant two beautiful blue ones from a windaw given a fllip
to my finking fpirits. A fine turn’d ancle, whofe pdlith
fhone through its neat filk ftocking, encounter’d me in
St. James’s-ftreet ; but 1 was luckily relieved b{ a little:
rofy mouth, that betray’d, with a Zeceit'ful fmile, theth
moft murderoufly white, A Galatea darted hy me on the
right, whilft a Helen fwam along on the left :—in fhort,
from fuch fweet befiegers nothing could have preferved ;n:

' . gt
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but the fweeter tharms of a beloved, though abfent fair-
one. (fighing).

Sparks Now, I never trouble my head about abfentees !
~-I love beauty as well as any man; but it muft be all in
the prefent tenfe. Shall I fet you down any where? [
muft go. . . .

Bely. No; but I fee your writing things are here, If
you'll permit me, Y'll pen a fhort note to Beauchamp on
bufinefs I had forgot this morning, and difpatch it by a
chairman. ' -

Spark. To be fure. I penned a note ten minutes finceto
my fteward, to raife the poor devils rents. Upon ny foul,
I pity ’em ! But how can it be otherwife, whilft one is
obliged to wear fifty acres in a fuit, and the produce of a
whole farm in a pair of buckles? Adieu! [Exit finging,

(W hilft Sparkle is fpeaking, Belville feats him[elf, and begins
to write.) '

. Belv. (writing) Good morning 1My compliments to
the Ladies blufhes.

Enter KITTY 3 paffes BELVILLE in the front of the Stage.

Kirty, So, fo, his Lordfhip has forgot me! I muft. go
after him.
Belv, (coming forward) Hah! that’s the confidante l—
So pretty-one, whofe chattels are you ?
-~ Kitty, My miftrefs’s, Sir. ‘
Belv. And who is your miftrefs 3
Kitty. A Lady, Sir.
Bely, And her natne ?
Kitsy, That of her father, I take it. : L
Belv. Upon my word, your Lady has a very brilliant
fetvant l—Is fhe as clever as you are ? .
Kitty. Why, not quite; I think, or the would not keep
me to eclipfe her. A
Bely, Bravol I with I knew her | Will you tell me her
name ? .
Kitty, Can you fpell ?
BeI-Z-Jy.' Yes. yOu'P B
- Kitty, Why then you'll find it in the four-and-twenty
letters. (going)
Bely. (catching ber) Nay, by Heaven, you have rais'd
my curiofity ! : :
E : - Kinty.,
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Kitty. Poh ! what ﬁ%niﬁes afking me ? You know welf
enough who fhe is.—1 heard {'ou and Lord Sparkle talking
about her. Let me go; for I am going to carry a meflage
to Mr. Fitzherbert,

Belv, Mr. Fitzherbert !

Kitty. Aye, her guardian, |

Belv. Her guardian! What, Fitzberbert of Camabridge-
thire ? 4 : '

Kitiy. Yes; and if you want to know more, he’s the
éroﬁ'ef{ old wretch that ever breathed. You'll find him
out by that defcription ; and fo, your fervant | [Exit Kitty. -

Belv. Fitgherbert’s ward ! and this creature her fervang!
and Lord Sparkle plotting to get her for a miftrefs I—I am
aftonifh’d 1—the very Lady he this morning offered for my
bride |—Well,—I muft find Fitzherbert immediately.—
Lord Sparkle will perhaps think me guilty of a breach of
honour—The imputation I muft incur, that I may not be
really guilty of a breach of humanity, and of gratitude.

[&xit Belville.

SCENE IL Lédy Berp BrooMzR's,

‘Enter FITZHERBERT, followed by a Servant.

Fitz. Tell Mifs Manners I am here. (Exit Servant.)——

I cannot perhaps be ferioufly angry with Fulia ; but I muft

" take fome revenge on her difobedience, before I acquaint

her with the felicity that attends her.. Come in, Young
" - Cornith, pray! :

Enter PENDRAGOX,

Pen. What, does the Lady live in this fine houfe ?

. Fira, Yes:—but pray obferve; that I don’t engage the
fhall be fmitten with you. I can go no farther than to in-

troduce you ; the reft muft depend on the brilliancy of your

manners, »

Pen, Oh leave me alone for that l—I knew how ‘twould
be, if I once thew’'d myfelf in London. I fhe has a lon
purfe, Il whifk her down to Cornwall, jockey Lor
~ Sparkle, and have the Borough myfelf.

Fitz., A man of fpirit, I fec!

Pen. Oh, as to my fpirit, that nobody ever doubted !—
I have beat our Excifeman, and gone to law with the Par-
fon; and to thew you that I did not leave my fpirit in the

' country,
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c\'ountry, fince I came to London I have fined a hackney-
coachman for abufe. :
Fitz. Very commendable !—But here cornes the Lady !

Enter JuLIA.

Mr. Pendragen, this is my ward, who, I am fure, will
give your addreffes all the encouragement I with them.,
Pen. Servant, Ma'ant! (afide) Bhe looks plaguy glum,

+ Julia. 1 canfcarcely fupport myfelf! (afide) .

Fitz. Pray, my dear, fpeak to Mr. Pendragon! You
feem greatly confufed ! - '

Pen. Oh, Sir, I underftand it! Young Ladies will
fook confus’d and embarrafs’d, and all that fort of thing,
on thefe occafions ; but we men of the world are up to
that. '

Fulia. Heavens ! is it to fuch a Being I fhould have
been facrificed |  (afide) .

Pen. | {ee your ward is one of the modeft diffident ones:
I am furprifed at that—bred in high-life.

Fitz. Oh, now and then, you find a perfon of that caft
in the beft company !—but they foon get over it.

Pen. Yes, formerly 1 ufed to blufh, and be modeft, and
all that fort of thing ; but if any one ever catches me modeft
~again, I'll give ’em my eftate for a pilchard.

Fulia. Then it feems impoffible—pardon me, Sir! (to
Fitzherbert) that a unioun can take place between you and
me ; for I place modefty amongft the elegancies of manners,
and think it abfolutely neceffary to the character of a gen~
tleman.

Fitz. Well done, Fulia! (afide)—Fyeupon you to treat
my friend with fuch afperity ! ’

Pen. QO leave her to me, Sir; fhe’s ignorant, but I fhall
geach her, There are three things, Mifs, only neceffary
to the charadter of a Gentleman; a good air, good affu.
rance, and good teeth, (grinning) ’

Fulia. (¢ Fitzherbert) Doesn’t his lift want good man.
ners, Sir? .

- Pen. -Oh, no, Ma'am! If you had faid good taffe, it
wou'd have been nearer the thing ; but even that is unne~
ceflary.~~A Gentleman’s friends can furnith his houfe, and
chufe his books, and.his pi€tures,“and he can learn to criv
ticife them by heart.—~Nothing is fo eafy as to criticife ;==
people do it continually, :

E 2 ' Ht‘.

v
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Fitz. Youfee, Mr. Pendragon has information, Fulia.—
I’ll leave you a few moments, that he may unfold himfelf
to advantage ; and remember, if you refufe the man I de-
figo for your hufband, you lofe me.—Keep it up with fpi-
rit | I'll wait for you below, (to Pendragon).—Now fhall
impertinence and difobedience corret each other !

[ Exit Fitzherbert,
. Pen. Now to ftrike her with myfuperior eafe ! (afide)—
So, Mifs, your Guardian, 1 think, has a mind that we
fhall—in the vulgar fpeech—marry !

Fulia. Well, Sir; but are you not frighten’d at your
approach ta {uch a ftate '—Do you know what belongs to
the chara&er of 3 Hufband ?

Pen. What belongs to it? Aye! Do you know what
belongs to being a Wife !

Fulia. Yes; 1 guefs that to your wife will belong ill-
humour with you at home—fhame with you abroad ;—in
her face forc’d {miles—in her heart hidden thorns.

Pen. The Devil ! What, you have found your tongue,
Ma’am! Oh, oh, I fhall have a fine time on’ty I guefs,
when our conneétion begins !

ulia, Our conneétion —Pray, Sir, drop the idea!—
1 proteft to you, that were it poflible for me to become
your wife, I fhould be the moft wretched of women.

Pen. Oh no, you woudn’t! I hardly know a wife whe
is not wretched. '

Fulia. Unfeeling man! Would yox prefume to enter
into a ftate, to the happinefs of which, union of foul, deli-
cacy of fentiment, and all the elegant attention of polifh’q
manners are neceflary and indifpenfible ? -

Pen. What's all that! Union of foul! fentiment ! at.
tentions !="That’s not Life, I’'m fure. .

‘Fulia. 1 am not able to conceive by what witchcraft
Mr. Fizherbert has been blinded to the weaknefs of your
head, and the turpitude of your heart.—Tell him, Sir.
there is not a fate lpwould not prefer to that of being uniteci
to a man whofe vice is the effet of folly, and whofe foll
is as hateful even as his vice. [Exit Julia,

Pen. Yes, yes, I'll tell, depend on't!—Egad, fhe’s a
fpirit !—=8o much the better, more pleafure in taming her?,
—A meek wife cheats a man of his rights, and deprives
him of the pleafure of exaéing her obedience.—— Let me
fee ! Vice—folly—impudence—ignorance—Ignorance’
too! _ ~ [Exit Pendragon,

ez
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Re-enter JuLiA,

ulia. What have I done ? I dare not now fee my guar.
dian ! His difpleafure will kill me. Oh Bekville, where
art thou! Come and fhield thy unhappy bride !~—What
fteps can1 take! '

Enter XitTY,

Kitty., Dear Ma’am, I'm fo griev’d to fee you fo unhap.
py! 1f L had fuch a.crofs old guardian, 1'd run away from
Hum, ' .

ulia. The very thought which that inftant prefented
itfelf to my mind '—Have you not told me, that fome re-
lation of your’s has lodgings ?

Kitty, Yes, Ma’am; the moft eleganteft in London.

ﬂ'Z‘ulia. 1 don’t want elegant apartments ; but 1 wifh for
a fhort time to be conceal’d in fome family of reputation.

Kitty. To be fure, Ma’am, ’tis the moft prudent thing
you can do. .

ulia. And yet my heart fails me.

Kitty. Oh, Ma’am, don’t hefitate! I'll go and pack up 2
few things, and call a coach and be off, before Lady Bell
comes from Court.

Fulia. 1 fear ’tis awrong ftep ; and yet what other can L
take? I dare not reveal my marriage, without the per-
miffion of my hufband; and tili his arrival, 1 muft avoid
both a guardian’s anger and the addrefles of a lover,——
“The honour of Belyille would be infulted, fhould I permit
them to be repeated. (afide) [Exit Julia,

Kitty. 1 know not what fhe means, but there is fome
myftery, I find. So there fhould be!-—If ladies had nogt
anyfteries, a chamber-maid’s place would be hardly worth
keeping.—1 have myfteries ‘too, and fhe fhall have their
explanation from Lord Sparkle, : [Exiz,

SCENE IH. Crarinpa’s Houfe.
Enter Lady BELL meeting CLARINDA,

L. Belj, Ha! ha! ba! my dear creature, what an em-
Aarras ! Driving fwiftly through the ftreets, Lady Whip-
«ord dafh’d upon us in her flaming phaton and fix, gave a
gnonftrous big Newmarket word to my poor fellows, and
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with infinite dexterity entangled the traces. It happen'd
near your door; fo I have taken fhelter with you, and left
her Ladythip to fettle the difpute with my coachman, .ha !
ha! ha! But why were you not at Court to-day ? .
' Clar, I had a teazing head-ach; but pray, tell me what
happen"d there.—(afide) Deuce take her, fhe looks as well
as ever! .

L. Bell. Oh, the Ladies, as ufual, brilliant—nothing fo
flat as the men ! The horrid Engli/b cuftom ruins them for
converfation. They make themfelves members of Clubs,

- in the way of bufinefs; and Members of Parliament, in
the way of amufement: all their paffions are referved for
the ﬁrlz; and all their wit for the laft.

Clar. *Tis better in Paris.

L. Bell. Oh, ’tis quite another thing! Whilft we auk-

- wardly copy the follies of the Parifians, we abfurdly omit
the charming part of their charalter. Devoted to elegance,
they catch their opinicns, their wit, and their bon mots
from the mouths of the ladies.—T'is in the drawing-room
of Madame the Dutchefs, the Marquis learns his politicks;
whilft the fprightly Countefs difpenfes tafte and philofophy
to a circle of gi(hops, Generals, and Abbés.

Clar. All that may be juft; yet I am miftakep, if you

have not found ene Englifhman to reconcile you to the
manners of the reft. Lord Sparkle, for inftance—your
Ladyfhip thinks, I’'m fure, that be has wit at will.
“ L. Bell. Oh yes, quite at will '—His wit, like his ef-
fence-bottle, is a collection of all that is poignant in a
thoufand flowers ; and, like that, is moft qfefuﬁn when he
himfelf is moft jnfipidly vacant.

Clar. With fuch feptiments, I wonder you'can fuffer
his addrefles. i
" L. Bell. What ¢an 1 do? The man is fo much the fa-
fhion, and I fhall be fo much envied.=——-Why you know,
my dear, for inftance—you’d be inclin’'d to ftick a poi-
foned nofegay in my bofom, if I.fhould take him.

Clar. Haf ha! ha! ridiculous! Believe me, Madam,
I fhall neither prepare a houquet, noy invoke a fiery fhower
to grace your nuptials. '

. Bell. (afide) Na, your fhowers would be tears, I
fancy.——Here he comes! ‘
" Clar. Hah! Lord Sparkle! Your Ladyfhip’s accident.
yvas fortunate, (fneering) '

Enter
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Enter LOoRD SPARKLE.

Spark. Heavens ! Lady Bell/ your horfes fly like the
doves of Venus. I follow'd you from St. James’s ;—but
my poor earth-born cattle wouldn’t keep pace with yours.

_Clar. Oh, don’t complain! If her Ladyfhip won the
Tace, you fee fhe ftopp’d for you at the goal.

Spark. Charming Mifs Be/mour, what an enliv’ning in-
timation! Where was your Ladyfhip on Thurfday 2
You would have found excellent food for your fatire at
Mrs. Olio’s : We had all the Law Ladies from Lincoln’s-
inn, a dozen gold velvets from Bifhopfgate, with the
wives and daughters of half the M.D’. and LL.D’. in
town.

L. Bell. Oh; my entertainment was quite as good as
ours! We were in Brook-ftreet, at Lady Laurels, and
ound her furrounded by her Literati of all denominations.

—-We had Mafters of Art and Miffes of Science s
on one hand, an Effayift; on the other, a Moralift:
there, a'Poetafter; here, a Tranflator : in that corner,
a Philofopher; in the other, a compiler of Magazines,

Tropes, Epigrams, and Syllogifms flew like fky-
rockets in every disre&ion; ’till the ambition of pre-emi-
nence lighted the flame of controverlfy, when they gave
each other the lye literary with infinite fpirit and decorum.

Spark. Excellent ! P'll- repeat every word in a place
where it will be remember’d, and the {atire enjoy’d.

Clar. In that hope your Lordfhip may fafely knock at
every door in the ftreet :—fatire is welcome every where, -
L. Bell. Yes, if it will bear a laugh—that’s the grand
art of converfation. They pretend we are fond of flander ;
but rob {candal of its laugh, and ’twould foon be banifh’d
to the fecond table, for the amufement of ‘butlers an

chamber-maids. :

Spark. Indeed! Then I believe half our acquaintance
wou'd go down ftairs to the fecond table too '———they’d
think their fervants had the beft of the dith. (Enter a Ser-
vant, gives Lord Sparkle a letter, and exit.)

Spark. (reads it afide) Fulia! aftonifhing'—So fudden
in your movements, Mrs. Kitty 2~ (turning to the Ladies)
This vulgar thing call’d bufinefs is the greateft evil in life!
It deftroys our moft brilliant houts, and is fit only for

unger brothers and humble coufins.——Mifs Belmour, I
muft tear myfelf away, Shall I attend your Ladyfhip to

your carriage ?
L. Bell
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L. Bell. If you pleafe |—Mifs Belmour, ¢ I muf? tear my.
Jelf away;”—but you'll fhine upon us at night. )
[Exeunt L. Sparkle and Lady Bell.
Clar, Shine upon you at night !—That I know you are
infolent enough to believe impoffible.—~What can I think
of her fentiments for Lord Sparkle! Sometimes 1 believe
’tis a mere attachment of vanity on both fides.—That re-
ferv'd creature' Beauchamp is in his confidence; but he
leaves town this very day, and I fhall have no opportunity
of converfing with him. (mufes) There is but one chance—
ihg to vigt him.——But how can I poffibly do that ?
euce take him ! If he had a library, one might go to look
at his books. Well, I don’t care, go I will; and if [ can’t
invent an excufe, I'll put a good face upon the matter,
and go without one.—(going) I fhould expire if my vifit
fhou'd be difcover'd. Poh! I muft rifque every thing '—
To be bold, is fometimes to be right. [Lxir.

END OF THE THIRD ACT.

ACT
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ACT 1IV. SCENE I
An dpartment at Laoy Brrv's.
Butar LAby Bery, follwoed by ber Maide

L. BethISS Manners gone out in 3 hackney-coach,
and no theffagé left ! :

Maid. No, Madam. :

L. Bell. Very ftrange :

Moaid. Mi. Beatchamp has beeh waiting almoft an hour
for your Ladyfhip’s return. ’ ' '

. L. Bell. Mr. geaucbamp 1==Here, go and put fome otto
of rofes in that handkerchief, (Exi¢ Maid) Now, fhall .
I admit him, or not? ‘This formal waiting looks very
like formal bufinefs. Poh, [ hate that !—I (%lppofe he has
" at length vanquifh’d his modefty, and is come to tell me

that-that—-\g/ell, I vow 1 won't hear him =Yes, I will,
I long to know tlie flile in which thefe referv’d men make
Yove.—To what imprudence would my heart betray me ?
Yet I may furely indulge myfelf in hearing him fpeak of
Yove; in hearing, probably for the firft time, its genuine
language. (Enter Maid, and prefents the bandkerchief) Tell
Mr. Eaucham T am here. (Exit Maid) Now, how
{hTali I brei:eiv‘e im? It will be intoler::})le to be formal.—
{Takes ber fan fromber pocket and traverfes the flage, bummin
F tune.—i-ﬁ.[nt:rfBeauchfmp.) Oh, Mr., Beaﬁbgamp, this i‘i
the luckieft thing '~I have had ten difputes to-day about
the figures in my fan; and you fhall decide ’em. Is that
beautiful nymph a flying Daphne, or an Atalanta?

Beauch. (looking at her fan) From the tefror of the eye,
Madam, and the fwiftnefs of her ftep, it inuft be a Daphne.
I think Atalanta’s head would be more at variance with her
feet ; and whilflt fhe flies, her eye would be invitingly
turn’d on her purfuers. ‘

. L. Bell. 1 think you are right !~—Yes—there does want
the kind, inviting glance, to be fure.

Beauch. What a misforture to a lover ! I know one to_
whom your Ladyfhip appears the difdainful Daphne,———
How happy ! could. he b¢hold in your eye the encourage-
ment of Atalanta’s ! '

F ‘ L, Bell.
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L. Bell. (afide) Mercy! for fo bafhful a man that"s
pretty plain.

Beauch. , This is probably the laft vifit I can make you
before I leave England :—will your Ladyfhip permit me,
before I leave it, toacquaint you that thereis a man, whofe
happinefs depends on your favour? (agitated)

L, Bell. So, now he’s going to be perplexing again !
(afide)~~A man. whofe happinefs depends on me, Mr.
Beauchamp !  (looking on her fan)

Beauch. Yes, Madam !—and—and——(afide)- I cannot go
on——Why did 1 accept a commiffion. in which fuccefs
would deftroy me ?

L. Bell. I-}'ow evidently this is the firft time he ever
‘made love! (afide)—The man feems to have chofen a very
diffident advocate in you, Sir. ]

B;:ucb. "Tis more than diffidence, Madam, my tafk is
painful, : .

L. Bell. Ay, 1 thought fo! You have taken a brief in 2
caofe you don’t like; I could plead it better myfelf.

Beauch. 1 feel the reproach.

L. Bell. ’Tis difficult for you, perhaps, to fpeak in
the third perfon }——Try it in the firf. Suppofe now,
ha! ha! only fuppofe, I fay! for the jeft’s fake, that you
‘ylouafqlf have a paffion for me, and then try—how you can
plead 1t, .

Beauch, (kneeling) Thus—thus would I plead it, and
fwear, that thou art dear to my heart as fame, and ho-
nour !—To look at thee is rapture; to love thee, though
without hope,—felicity ! .

L. Bell. Oh, I thought I fhould bring him to the point
at lat! (afide)

Beauch. (rifing, afide) To what difhonefty have ] been
betray’d !—Thus, Madam, fpeaks my friend,  through my
lips ;—'tis thus Ae pleads his paflion.

L. Bell. Provoking ! (afide)—#hat friend is this, Sir,
who is weak enough to ufe the language of another to ex-
plain his heart ?. |

‘Beauch. Lord Sparkle.

L. Bell. Lord Sparkle/ Was it for him you knelt ?
(he bows to ber )= Then, Sir, I muft inform you, that the
liberty you have taken~——/(afide) Heavens, how do I be- -
- tray myfelf !—Tell me, Sir, on.your honour, do you wi/%
to fucceed m pleading the paffion of Lord Sparkle .?B R

eauchs
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- Beauch. (befitating) My cbligations to his Lordfhip-—e
our relationfhip—the confidence he has repos’d in me—
" L. Bell. Stop, Sir! I too will repofe confidence in you,
and confefs that there is a man whom I fometimes fui{)e&.
not to be indifferent to me ;—but ’tis not Lord Sparkle/
Tell him fo ;—and tell him that—that—tell him what you
will, L
Beauch. Heavens, what does fhe mean! What language
is this her eye fpeaks? (afide) ‘
L. Bell. Do you vifit me this evening ? Here will be ma-
ny of my friends, and you fhall then {fee me in the prefence’
of the man my heart prefers. . )
(Beauchamp bows, and goes to the doer; then returns, ad-
" wances towards Lady Bell, makes an effort to [peak ; finds
it impoffible, then bows, and exit.) :
Heavens! what neceflity have lovers for words? What
perfuafion in that bafhful irrefolution! Now, fhall I let
him quit England, or not!—What! give up a coronet
and Lord Sparkle for a cockade and Beauchamp ! Prepof~
terous! fays Vanity.—But what fays Love? I don’t
exatly know ; but I'll examine their feparate claims, and
fettle them with all the cafuiftry of four-and-twenty.
[Exity

SCE NE II. Lord SeARKLE's Houfe,

Enter Juria and KiTTY. . ,

Hulia. 1 am fo agitated with this” rafh ftep, that I can-
hardly breathe! (throwing herfelf into a chair) Why did
you confirm me in iny imprudent refolution?

- Kitty, Imprudent! Pm fure, Ma'am, ’tis very prudent,
and very right, that a young lady like you fhould not be
fnubb’d, and have 'her inclination thwarted by an ill-

- matur'd pofitive old guardian.

Fulia, (looking rosund) What apartments } and the hall -
wre came through had an air much beyoad 3 lodging-houfe !
>Tis all too fine for my purpofe; I want to be private. -

Kitty, Oh dear Ma'amn, you may be as private here as

ou pleale! (a rapping at the door) There’s my coufin come

ome, I dare fay; I'll fend her to you, and then you may
fettle terms, - ) Exit:

Julia. 1 feel I have done wrong, and yet I am fo dif-
traCed, I know not how 1 could have done otherwife,
(Enter Lord Sparkle) Heavens! Lord Sparkie here!

‘ N Fa - Spark,
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Spark. Yes, my lovely Fulia, here I am; and uponmy
ﬁul, if zou k.new’ the enggem,ents 1 have broke for the
pinefs, you would be gratified.

your being here, and at _yott"ﬁrange addrefs,
Spark. Aftonifh’d at my being here! VWhy, to be fure,
. it isnot ufual to find 2 man ot fathion in his own houfe ;
but when | heard that you were in my houfe, how could I
do lefs than fly home ?
) jnl;'c. Home! Your own houfe! Whatcan all this
mean {— N
Spark. Mean! Love—Gallaptry—Joy, and ever-new
delights.
?«;Iia. Ob ! I am betray’d | Where is my wicked fer-
vant :

Spark. Poh, never think of her '—Why all this flut-
ter, my {weet girl ! You have only chang’d'guardians ; and
you fhall find, that being ward to a young man of fafhi
and {pirit, is a very different thing from——

Zylig. Oh Heavens! what will become of me ?

park. Nay, this is quite ridiculous, after having fled ta
my prote€tion! 1 feel myfelf highly honour’d by youy
confidence, and will take care to deferve it.

Julia. Why do 1 rémain here an inftant ?

: ' ~ (going towards the door)

Spark. (bolding ber) This. is downright rudenefs! But
you'young Ladies arg fo fickle in your refolutions—But be
affured, after having chofen my {o.\:fg for your afylum, I
thall not be fo impolite as to fuffer you to fegk apother.

Fulia. Oh wretched artifice! You know, Sir, that
your houfe and yox 1 would have fled from to the fartheft
corner Ofeme— ( Enter Beauchamp) Oh, Mr. Beauchamp,
fave me!—1I have been bafely betray’d |— ’

Beanch. (aftonifbd) Eetray'd l-——Mifs Manners! Yes,
Madam, I will prote& you at every hazard.

Spark. Come, none of your antique virtues, George,
pray | This is a piece of badinage &f the Eighteenth
Century, and you can’t poffibly underftand it 1-—Mifs Man-
ners chofe to pay me a vifit, and 1 defire you'll leave us.

" Fulia. My Lord, how dare you thus trifle with a-wo-
man’s honor ? , g .

Beauch. Be not alarm’d, Madam, I will defend you.~

Spark. (taking bim afide) Pob, prithee, George, be dif-
creet.! This is all female artifice |—You popp’d upon us,

and this is a falver for her reputation. 2 b'
A . eauchs

wlia. Gratified ! 1 am aftonifh’d| equally aftonifh’d at
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Beguch. Pardon me, my Lord! In believing you, in op-
ofition to the evidenceyof this young Lady’s ;c;;ws,-l
may be guilty of an irremiable errar.
park. Nay, if you are ferious, Sir, how dare you break
in upon my privacy ? ' .
Beauch. This is not a time to anfwer you, my Lord !
“The bufinefs that brought me here, I am indebted to; f
fhould not elfe have prevented your bafe defigns.
" Spark. Bafe defigns, Mr. Reauchamp !
Reauch. Yes, Lord Sparkle/—Shall 1 attend yoy home,
Madam? )
Fulia. Qh, Sir, I dare not go there ! T fled from Lady.
Bell’s, when I was betray’d into this inhuman man’s pow~
er.—Convey me to fome place where I may have leifure to.

refleQ.
" Spark. And do yqu think, Mr. Beauchamp, I fhall put -
up with this l—=Remember, Sip—— :
. Beauch. (interrypting) Yes, my Lord, that, as a Man,
*it is-my duty to protet endanger'd innocence ; that, a3 a
Soldier, it is part of the eflerice of wy charaler; and,
whilft [ am grateful to you for the commiffion I have the
honout to bear, | will not difgrace it, in fuffering myfelf
to be intimidated by your frowns. [ Exit Beauchamp, kading
Julia. ‘ ‘
J sp;lb. So |—fo !—fo !—an antient hero in the houfe of
a modern man of fathion |—Alexander in the tent of Da.
rius !—Scipio and the fair Parthenia! The fellow has not
an idea of any morals hut thofe in- ufe dnring the
Qlympiads. - : )
’ Enter SERVANT,

Serv. Mr. Pendragon and his fifter, my Lord.

Spark. Whol (with an air of difguft)

Serv. Mr. and Mifs Pendragon. -

Spark. Then carry ’em to the Houfekeeper'’s room !~—=
Give’em jellies and plumb-cake, and tell 'em—( Enter Pen-
dragon, lading Sophy) Oh, my dear Mifs Pendragon, you
honour me |-——But [ am the moft unlucky man on earth !¢
1 am oblig’d, upon bufinefs of infinite confequence, to be
at Whitehall within five minutes, '

Pen. But, firft, my Lord, you muit fettle a little bufi-
nefs bere with Mifs Pendragon. -

Sophy. 1 tell you, Bobby, Ill fpeak myfelf ;—and as few
words are beft, pray, my Lord, what dp you mean by
greating me in this manner ? s

.

Spark.
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Spark. 1.fhall be miferable beyond bearing, if any treaty
ment of mine has incurr’d your difpleafure. - ’

" Sophy. Well, now you talk of being miferable, you
bave foften’d my heart at once ! But pray, my Lord, is it
fafhionable for people on the terms you and I are, to keep
alunder ?

- Spark. What the Devil can the girl mean? (afide)

Sophy. ‘Never even write }—no billets !—no bribing
the thaid to flip notes into my hand |——Why you don’t
even complain, tho’ ’tis five days fince you faw me.

Spark. Complain! 1 am fure 1. have been exceedingly
chtched. .

Sophy. Then why did 'you not tell me fo? Why, that’s
the very thing T wanted | If [ had known you had been
wretched, I fhould have been happy.” . )

" Pen. Well, 1 fee 1 fhall lofe an opportunity here !—I

came to challenge you, my Lord.
"Spark. Challehge me ! - o

Pen. Yesl—Mifs Pendragon told me the was diffatisfied
——then fays I, I'll demand fatisfaétion :~——and I didn't
care if things had gone a little farther ; for td call out a
Lord would be a feather in my cap as long as I live.——
However, you are agreed. ‘ . ‘

Sophy. Do be quiet, Bobby/—We are not agreed :—IF
have’ heard nothing of Settlements yet ; nothing of Jewels.
. Spark, My dear Ma’am, you are pleas’d to amufe your~
felf. T
" Sopby. Why, my Lord, thofe things muft be all fettled
before-hand, you know. )

Spark. Before what !

Sophy. What | Before our mayriage, my Lord.

Spark. Marriage! Ha ! ha! hal \

Sophy. Hey-dey | Will you pretend that ypudid not in-
tend to marry me, when I can prove that you have courted
me from twenty inftances ? '

Sparé. lndxd !

. Pen, Ay, that fhe can! inftances as ftriking as your
ordthip’s red heels.-Come, Mifs Pendragon, your proofs 3
"Il fupport em. .
. Sophy. Why, in the firft place, my Lord, you once
placed a nofegay in my bolom, and faid, ¢ Oh /' Jwifs I
were thefe happy rofes P’ ~—the vc:rrl f?eech that Sir Harry
e

Hargrave made to' Mifs Woodville |— Another time you
B ' : faid,
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faid, < I was a moff bewitching dnd adersble girl I”—exaf-
ly what Colonel Finch faid to Lady Lucy Luftre {—Ano-
ther time you faid, ¢ How wouid a Coronet become thofe

Jhining tre[fes "—the very fpeech of Lord Rofehill to Mifs
Danvers ; and thefe couples were every one married..,

Spark. Married | I never heard of ’em |~+Who are they 2
Where the Devil do they live ? .

* Pen, (firutting up to bim) Live }=—Why in our county,
to be fure. - " ’

~ Sophy. No, no, Bebby, in The Reclaim’d Rake, and The
Conftant Lovers, and Sir Charles Grandifon, and Roderick
Random, and— ‘ .

Pen. Yes, Sir; they live at Random, with Sir Charles
Grandifon.—Now d’ye know ’em ? .

. Spark. Hal ha! ha! you are a charming little Lawyer,
(to Sophy) and might, perhaps, eftablith your profs for
precedents, if Sir Charles Grandifon was on the Bench :
yet I never heard of his being made Chief-Juftice, tho’ I
never thought him fit for any thing elfe. -

Pen. What the Devil’s this ?——What, did not you
bring all thofe fine proofs from fafhionable life ?——And are
y;)u fuch a fool as not to underftand what we call commone
place 2 L :

Sophy. Common-place ! ,

Pen, Yes, we perfons of elegant life ufe the figu
Hyperbole. .

Sophy. Hyperbole ! What’s that ?

Pen. Why, that’s as much as to fay, a ftreteh.

Sophy. A firetch! What, then, you have been mocking
me, my Lord ? ‘ :

Spark. Not in the leaft ; I fhall be the happieft man ex-
ifting to, to—(4gfide) Egad, I muft take care of my phrafes!
~—I mean that I fhall-be always, and upon all occafions,
your moft devoted,. tres humblement ferviteur.——Wero -
there ever two fuch Bumpkins ! [ Exit.

Sophy. What's he - gone ? Oh ! Villain | Monfter ! I
am forfaken ! Oh! 1.am rejeted |——All Cornwall will
know it ! (crying) .

Pen. Tin-Mines and all. But don’t ye cry, Mifs Pen-
dragon—don’t ye cry | " (fobbing)

ophy. Oh ! I am rejeted ! ,

Pen. 1 am glad on’t; with all my heart! I’ll challenge
him yet, and they won’t know in Cornwall exa&ly how it
w3s.~They’ll hear that a Lord fought about ye, snd all

to that
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that fort of thing ; and whether for ye or againf? ye, twill
be mmuch the ‘!!:::ge. : ¥

Sopby. But will you challenge him, really, Bobby ?

, Pen. Upon honor ———1I admire the claw of the thing !
Egad, Sopby, I'm glad he's forfaken thee ! Now my cha-
-rader will be finif'd. A man can’t thew his face in com-

pany, till he has ftood fhot, and fired his piftol i the air.

Sopby. In the air ! If you don't fire it thro’ hitn—

Pen. Oh, never fear! I'll do all that fort of thing.
Come along ! I'll go home dire&ly, and pratife at the hen-
coop in the yard. Ml fire through one end, and you fhall
hold your calath againft the other; and if I don’t hit it,
fay I'm no markfinan.

[£xit Pendragon, with Sop‘h)v andey bis arms

SCENE lII. Braucuame’s Lodgings.
Enter Beauchamp ard Julia.

Beauch. 1 intreat your pardon for ¢onducting you to my
own lodgings ;—but here, Madam, you -will be fafe; ’ll
you determine how to a&t.—What are your commands for
me ? )

Fulia. Oh, Mr. Beauchamp, I have no commands—I
have no defigns !—I have been very imprudent; I am flill
more unhappy. ‘

Beauch, Shall 1 acquaint Mr. Fitzberbert #

Fulia. It was to avoid him that I left Lady Bell.~1I have
reafons that make it impoffible to fee Mr. Fitzherbert now.
Beauch. 1s there no other friend? - '

Fudia. O yes, I have one friend |—Were he here, all
my difficulties would vanifh !—It may feem ftrange, Mr.
Bmcbam’p, but I expeét that you believe—Heavens| here’s
company | (looking at the wing) "Tis Mifs Belmour—the
laft woman on carth whom I would truft ] —Where éan {

go? _—

Beauch, Mifs Belmour ! Very add !—But pray be nat
uneafy ~~That room, Madam, if you will condefcend—
(Jhe rufles thre’ the door.) . -

Enter CLARINDA laughing.
€lar. Ha!ha! ha' Iexpe& your gravity to be amazing-
ly difcompos’d at feo hardy a vifit; but I took it very ili
. that you did not defign to call upon me before jyour depar-
' ture ;
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ture; and fo ae I was paffing your door, I flopp’d in mere
frolic to enquire the caufe.

Beauch, You dome irifinite honour, Madam | I am thank-
ful that [ fiil'd in my attention, fince it has procar’d me fo
tiftinguifh’d a favour. ]

Clar. Oh, your moft obedient !<—You are going to leave
England for a long while! You'll find us all in different
fituations, probably, on your return l=~Your friend Lord
Sparkle, for inflance—I am inform'd that he is realiy to
marry Lady Bell Bloomer 5 but | don’t believe it—do you #

Beauch, *Tis impoffible; Madum, for mesa—

Cler. Poh ! poh ! impeffible ! Such fiieads as you are I
fuppofe kecp nothing from one another.~~We women
can’t exift without a confidante; and I dire fay, you men
are full as communicative. Not that it is afiy thing to me;

but as I have a prodjgious regard for Lady Belle— ‘
" Belv, (bebind) Beauchamp! Beauchamp !

Clar. Heaven and carth, how unlucky ! Here’s fome
tman! I am the niceft creature breathing in my reputation:
what will he think ? Ill run into this room, (runs toward
the deor.)

_Beauch. (preventing her) Pardon me, Madam; you cane
not enter there ! ,

Clar. (pufhing at the door) I muft-<Oh—oh! the door
is held, Sir. _ .

Beauch., My dear Madam, I am infinitely forry for the
aceident’; but fuppofe——fuppofe, I fay, Ma’am, that a
friend of mine has been in a duel, and conceal’d in that
room.

Clar. Ridiculous ! I faw the corner of a hoop and a
white fattin petticoat :—is that the drefs of your duelling
friends ? I will go in.—(ffruggling) Sol (flinging ' away
Spitefully) tis too late ! : '

Enter BELVILLE. .

Sol fo! fo! I beg your pardon. How could you be fo
indifcreet, Beauchamp ? Tho' a young foldier, I thought -
you knew enough of Generalfbip to. be prepar'd for a for- |
prize. -

Clar. Oh, fo he was; but not for two {urprizes.~One
has happened already, and a hafty retreat the confequénce.

Beauch, Believe me, Belville—] am infinitely concerned
(ze Clarinda.) ‘

G Clar.
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Clar. Oh! Ideteft your impertinent concern ! Keep it for
the Lady in the other room.

Bcl. A Lady in the other room teo! Hey-dey ! Beauchamp,.
who would have fufpected—

Beauch. ’Tis all a miftake ! The Lady in the next room»
—But prithee go.—

Bel. Only tell me if you have feen Fitzberbert. 1 have
been feeking him this hour, on a bufinefs of the utmoft
" cenfequence. -

+ Beauch. 1 have not; but about this time you’ll find him
at home.

Bel. Enough! Mifs Belmour, pray fuffer no concern;
depend on my honour.— Beauchamp (taking bim afide), who
is the Lady in the other room? - :

Beauch. Had I meant you to have known, that room
would have been unneceflary. (Belville feems flill inquifitive;
Beauchamp draws him towards the wing.)

Clar. Now do I die to know who it can- be! Indeed,
’tis neceflary for my own fake.—~Whilft /be has been hid,
X have been expofed ; and who knows what the creature
may fay ? I'll try once more. Shehas my fecret, and I’lIl
have her’s. (forces open the door.)

Fulia. (rufbes out) Belville! (running towards him.)

Belv. (ftarting back) Fulia !

Clar. Mifs Manners!—Ha! ha! ha!

ulia. Oh, Belville, throw me not from you !

Belv. Aftonifhing!”

Clar. Oh charming ! The modeft Fulia, and the referv’d
Beauchamp! Ha! ha! ha!—But Mr. Belville, how came
you of this fober party ? ha! ha! ha!

ulia. Speak to me!

Clar. Now, Mr, Beauchamp, you know the purport of
my vifit, I had heard that Mifs Manners has been feen
to vifit you, and, not being willing to truft to fuch a re-
port, was refolved, if poffible, to difeover the truth.

Bel. (to Julia) Wretched woman !

Fulia. (to €larinda) Barbarous creature ! Oh hear me,,
I conjure you'!

Bel. Hear you!—No, Madam ;—and if my contempt,
my hatred, my——oh !'——2%x, Sir, I muft fpeak to in
another place ;—yet perhaps you were not acquainted that
——What would 1 fay !=———The word which 1 have pro-

. nounced
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-gounced with rapture, choaks me. From this moment:
farewel ! (0 Julia) . [Exit Belvilled

Beauch., What can I thiok of all this?

Fulia. Oh Sir!

Beauch. Permit me, Madam, to .afk. if you have long
‘known Mr. Belville ? '

wlia. Yes, too long, -

Clar, Oh, oh, too long '—Aye, young ladies fhould be
cautious how they form acquaintance. For'my par'—DBut
you look ill, child l—(taking ber by the hand) Well, I have
10 hard heart ; I can pity your weaknefs, Mifs;—I won’t
upbraid you mow.—My coach waits ;—fhall I conduct you

home? : )
“ Fulia. Yes,toLady Bell.
i1t :

Clar. Adieu, Mr. Beauchamp! This has been an unlucky:
frolic '—'Tis amazing, you grave people can be fo care-
lefs. . ' [Exit Julia and Clarinda.

Beauch, An unlucky frolick, indeed! And [ am fo
thoroughly confounded, that I know not what judgment
to form of the adventure.—I always confidered Mifs Aan-.
_ mers as a pattern of delicacy and virtue; nor dare I now,
fpite of circumftances, think otherwife.

to Lady Belle—1 am very

Enter LORD SPARKLE,

Spark. So, fo, Signor Quixote ! What fo foon loft
qour prize! Aye, you fee quarrelling for thefe virtuous
women, is as:unprofitable as the affault of the windmillse
—Have you feen Lady Bell in my behalf ?

Beauch, Lady Bell, my Lord! Why, fure, ’tis impof-
dible after your attempt on Mifs Manners— .

Spark. Pfha! that is a ftroke in my favour. Women
like to receive the devoirs of thofe, whom others of their
{ex have found fo dangerous. What did you difcover of
Lady Bell’s {fentiment towards me ? -

Bequch. 1 meant to have given the intelligence foftened,
but the agitations of my mind make it impraticable ; I
smutft, therefore, inform you in oneword, Lady Bel! Bloomer’s
choice is made, and that cheice has'not fallen upon your
Lordfhip.

Sparks Then I muft inform you in two words, that I

: G 2 L am
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am convinced you are miftaken. But your reafoss, .Siri
your reafons? ' i

Beauch. Her 1.adyfhip furnifhed me-with a decifive ane ;
fhe achnowledged ‘a pre-engagement; and added, o
vifited her this evening, ‘1 fhould fee her in the prefence
of the man her heart prefers, = =~ 7 ' o

Spark. (Iqu'gbing violently) Excellent ! charming ingenu-
ity! Ha! ha! ha?! the kindeft, fofteft meffage that ever
woman fram’d ; and you, like the fheep loaden with the
golden fleece, bore it, infenfible of its value.—~Ha!ha! ha}
you can’t fee through the pretty artifice ? C

Beauch, No, gealty, =~

Spark. Why, *tis 7 who am to be there; there by par
ticular invitation. You’'ll fee her in my prefence ; and this
was her pretty myfterious way of informing me that J am
the object of her choice. T ' B

Beauch. Indeed !

Spark. Without a doubt ! But you deep people are the
dulleft fellows at a hint ; a'man of "half your parts would
have {:en it.—~But I am fatisfied, andfhall go to her route
in brilliant fpinits.—~You fhall come, and lee sy triumphl
confirméd.—Come, you rogue ! and fee the lovely Widow
in the prefence of the man her hearf prefers.——Poor Georgef,
You muft have been curfedly ftupid, not to have conceiv’d

“that I was the perfon, = ' 3 (Exits

Beauch. Yes, Iwill come,~—Oh vanity! I had dared ta
explain—Y<¢s, I conftrued the fweet confufion—Oh, I
bluth at iny own arrogance ! Lord Sparkle muft be right.
~—Well, this night decides it.—Narrowly will I watch
each tone and look, to difcover=———Qh |—ever bleft !~—~be

whoin her heart prefers{ ' ST [y

END OF THE FOURTH ACT,

-

ACT
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ACTV. SQENE I
An Apariment at LapY BELL’s. 4 Table, with Candles,
Enter Lapy BeLL and Servant,

L. Bell. RE the tables placed in the outer room?
T Serv. Yes, Ma'am, all but the Pharaoh«
table.” - ' ‘ ‘

" L. Bell. Then carry that there.too.——I pafitively will
not have a table in the drawing-room.——[ Exit Servant,
Thofe who play don’t vifit - me, but the card-tables ; and
where they find them is very immaterial.—Let me fee ! For
whift, Sir Fames Fennet—Lady Ponto—Mrs. Lurchem, and
Lady Carmine.———For Pharaoh, Mrs. Evergreen, Lord
Poangle, Sic Harry—Hey-dey !

Enter CLARINDA and Juvria.

€Clay. Come, child, don’t faint "—You had more caufs
for terror half an hour ago.

L. Bell. Heavens, Fulia! where have you heen ?

Clar, Ay, that’s a circumftance you would not have
known, but for an accident ; and I am very forry it fell to
@y lot to make the difcovery. .

L. Bell. (iaking Julia’s band) Speak, my love!

Fulia. Mifs Belmour will tell you all the knows.—I am
too wretched ! """ " ' o
" Clar. Nay, as to what I know,—I know very little..—[
ean tell what [ faw, indeed.——Having received intimations
not quite confonant to one’s notions of decorum, I pretended
a frolic, and called on Mr, Beaychamp, and there I found
this Lady concealed, : '

L. Bell. Heavens, Fulia! *Tis impoffible.

Clar, Nay, fhe cau’t attempt to deny what I myfelf
faw.~Other difcoveries had liked to have been ‘made too;
but Mifs Manners may explain them herfelf; for I fee
your rooms begin to fill.—1 fhall report that your Lady-
fhip is a little indifpofed, as an excufe for your not imme-
diately appearing. [ Exit Clarinda.
' L. Bell. (with a countenance of terror) Fubia! You at
Mr. Beauchamp’s | o C ‘ N
A, .a 9 . y“l‘a.

L}
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Fulia. Lady Bell, tho’ I have a&ted rafhly, and wasin-

deed found there, I am not the guilty creature you imag-ne.
—I am married!—I will no longer conceal it! (burftin
into tears) -

L. Bell. Married! Oh Heavens! (throws berfelf in a

chairy with her back to Julia) * ,

Fulia. 1dared not reveal it te my geardian, and for that

reaton fled from your houfe.

L. Bell. O Fulia, and you are married! What 3 fer-
ent have I nourifhed !—But forgive me !—Ycu knew not

alas! 1 knew npot myfelf, til] this moment, how
muche—— ‘ .

Fulia. My deareft Madam, do not add to my affli&ions !
~tor indeed they are fevere. ,

L. Bell. Upgenerous Girl! why did you conceal from
me your fituation ? ‘

jZ(lia. Good Heavens! is it deftin’d that one imprudent
ftep is to lofe me every blefling ! In theagonies of my Heart

3 flew to your friendfhip, ana you kill me with reproaches.

L. Belli And you have killed me by your want of

confidence? Oh; Fulia! had'you revealed to me—

“fulia. 1 dared not; for when Mr, Belville prevailed on
me to give him my hand——

L. Bell. (eagerly) Ms. Belvidle!|——Mr. Belyille, {ay
ou? . :
¥ wlia. Yes; it was in Paris we were married.

- L. Bell. (afide) So, fo, fo; what a pretty miftake I
made!—B“titwasamiﬁake! EEEEEEREEEEEX Andfo
my fweet Fulia is married ! married in Paris! Sly thing !
But how came you at Mr. Beauchamp’s, my Love ?

Fulia. In my rafh flight this inorning, my wicked Maid
betray’d me into Lord Sparkle’s houfe.—There Ms. Beau-

" champ {natch’d me from ruin, and gave me a momentary
afylum in his lodgings. :

L. Bell, Did Beauchamp ! —But what js his worth and
his gallagtry to me? Can’t he do a right thing, byt my
heart muft trivinph ? (afide)

Fulia. At Mr. Beauchamp’s my hufband found me ;—
and found me hid with fo fufpicious a fecrecy lsmm—mHah ! |
Here comes Mr. Fitzherbert ! How can 1 fee him ?

Enter FITZHERBERT.
Firz, My Fulia I—My dear Fulia!
Fulia. Oh Sir | )
? Fits,
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Fitz. Come, T know all; and to relieve one caufe of your

diftrefs, will tell you that the lover I thock’d you with to-
day, was only my agent in the little revenge 1 had refolv’d
to take for your having married, withouf tny confent, the
very man for whom all my cares defign’d you,
}Zulia. (clafping bis hands)—1s it poflible !

71z. At the moment he left Paris for Florence, you re-
ceived my directions to retutn home: thus Belville's letters
mifs'd you, and he remain’d ignorant that you were in
London.

Fulia. Oh Sir} had you reveald this to me this morn-.

ing, what evils fhould I have efcap’d ?

Fitz. My dear girl, I decreed you a little punifhment ;
but your own rafhnefs has occafioned you a feverer portion
than you deferv’d. '

L. Bell. But where is the Bridegroom ? Ilong to fee the
necromancer, whofe fpells can thaw the Veftal’s heart, and

light up flames-in the cold region of a monaftery.

- Firz. He is without, fatisfied from the mouth of Beau-
champ of your condué, (0 Julia) and impatient to fold
his Fulia to his heart. , :
p QZlia. Oh Sir, lead me to him }—To find my hufband,
and to be forgiven by you, are felicities too great. [Ewxiz,
Jed by Fitzhesbert. .

L. Bell. What a difcovery has(}ulia’s marriage made to
ge of my own heart ! I have perfuaded myfelf it knew no
paffion but the defire of conqueft ; that it knew no motive
to admiration but vanity ; but the pangs of jealoufy prov'd
io rEe’ in one moment, that a// its fenfe is love ! =~ [Exi¢

« Belk. ‘

An elegant Apartment lighted up, Card-parties feen—Twe
Servants carrying Refrefhments.—A Lady enters from the
Top of the Stage, and comes dvwn in a burry. ,

Lady. 1 proteit 1 have been three quarters of an hour

getting from the top of the fireet to the door I—1I really
believe, when people give routes, they think more of the
buftle they occafion without doors, than the company they
have within. ‘

Clar, Oh yes! I am quite of that opinion.~The noife

and racket in the ftreets are frequently the pleafanteft part
of the entertainment ; and to plague one’s fobers neigh-
bours is delighttul | Ha! ha! hal My next-door friend,
.Mirs. Saffron, always wheels into the country on my pﬁb-

. ‘ ic

/
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lic nights,~on pretence of her delicate nerves; but thé
truth is; her rooms will hold but fix card-tables, and mine
thirteen,

1ft Gent. Welly I proteft I wifh the ladies would banifhi

- eards from their affemblies, and give us fomething in the

ftyle of the Comuverfaziones.

2d Gent. Ohno, Sir Charles, that won’t do on this fide
the Alps ;—~we have no knack at converfition :=-we
think too much to be able to talk. Good tilkers ne-
ver think. Sir Harry Glare, full of bons mots, never
t}l:inks.-—l myfelf am allowed to be tolerable; yet I never
think,
~ Clar. Oh; that I believe all your friends will allow.——
Hey-dey ! here comes Lord Sparkle’s borough acquaintance
~—Mr. Pendragon. »

Enter PENDRAGON:

Pen. Bobs, Mifs Belmoxr, how d’ye do? I didn't think-
to fee you.—~Mr. Fitzherbert brought me here, and I have
been examining every face, to fee if I knew any body; but
fine ladies are fo alike, that one muft have long intimacy
to know ones acquaintance !~~Red cheeks, white necks,
and fmiling lips, croud every room.

Lady. Hey-dey! a natural curiofity |-Pray, Sir, how
!0135 have you been in the world ? S

en. How long ! Juft twenty years, lait Lammas.

Lady. Poh, 1 don’t enquire into yout age | How long is
it fince you left your native woods ?—~Was you ever at a
route beg)re : :

Pen. Aye, that I was, laft week !|—It beat this all to
nothing.—"Twas at our neighbour’s the Wine-Merchant’s
~at his country-houfe at Kentith-Town.

2d Lady, Oh, lud! I wifh I had been of your party !
1 fhould have enjoy’d a Kentith-Town route. :

" Pen. Oh, you mufi have been pleafed ; for the rooms
were fo little, and the company Yo large, that every thing:
was done with one confent. We were pack’d fo clofe, that
if one party moved, all the reft were obliged to obey thes
motion. :

Lady. Dalightful !—=Well, Sirmee .

Pen. We had all the fat widows, notable mifles, and-
managing wives of the parifh; {o there was no fcandaly.
for they were all there.— At length the affambly broke up«
e Such clattering, and fgucedging down the gangway Raif e

; A cafe,
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#afe, whi'ft the litile fopt boy bawl'd -from the paffage,
¢ Mifs Bobbin's bonnet is ready |"—*¢ Mrs. Sugar-Phimb’s
«¢ hanthorn waits |”—s- Mrs. Peppercern’s pattens flop the
« way ! (imitating) P e

" Clar. Oh, you creature, come with me ! I mufl exkiz

bit him in the next room. [£xit Clarinda and Pendragon.
Lady. Qh, ftay! —Take my card.—I fhall have con-
pany next Wednefday, and 1 infift on yours:—He is reall
amufing !—-anter Lord Sparkle from the top.) But hide
your diminifh’d heads, ye Beaus and Witlings! for hére
comes Lord Sparkle, P ‘

" Spark. (fpeaking as be comes down) 1 hope the Belles
won’t hide theirs ; for in an age where the head is fo large
a part of the Lady, one fhould look about fot the fex.

ift Gent. Well, my Lord, you fee I have obey’d your
fummons ! I fhould not have been here,, no'twithﬁan'diﬁg
Lady Bell’s invitation, had you not prefs'd it.

2d Gent. Nor 1] Ipromis’d to meet a certain Lady in

the Gallery at the Opera to-night,—and I tegret that I did
net; for [ fce her hufband is here.~~Why did you prefs us
fo earneftly to come ? : A .

Spark. Why, *faith, to have as many Witniefles as I ¢ould
to my glory !—This night is given by Lady Bel/to ME.—
I am the ‘hero of the fete, and expeét your gratulations.
Here the dear creature comes | .

LADYBELL comes down  from the topy addre[fing the bo)npany.

L. Bell. How do you do?«=how do you do? (on éach
Jide) You wicked creature, why did you difappoint me
laft night ! Lady Harriet, 1 have not feen you this age!
Oh, Lord §, arZIe./ I Itave been detain’d from my compa-

- ny by Mr. Fitzberbert, planning a icheme for your amufe-

ment,

Spark., Indeed! I did not expet that attention from
him ; tho’ I acknowledge my obligations to your Ladyfhip’s

l'gen;fs. ’ .
- L. Bell. (gfide) That air of felf-poflefforr, I fancy,
would be incommoded, if you gue/s'd :Kég:e' entertainmyent.
~—Have you feen Mr. Beauchamp # _ I
_ Spark. For a moment.—But, charming Lady Bell, (tak-
ing her hand) I fhall make you expire with laughing. -I
really believe the poor fellow explained your meflage in his
swn favour, ha, ha, ha! o

L. Bell, Ridiculous ! bay hay hat .

H - Enter

-—
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Enter BEAUCHAMP.

Beauch, Ha!l ’tis true! There they are, retired from
the croud, and enjoying the privacy of lovers.

L. Bell, Sec there he is! 1longto have a httle badinage
on the fubje&t.—Let us tcaze him.

Spark. Oh, nothing can be more delightful I—
<« Hither, fighing fhepherd, come {"~~Come, Beauchamp,
take one laft, one lingering look |—fha’nt he, Lady Be// ?

L. Bell. Doubtlefs,—if he has your Lordfhip’s lcave.’

Spark. He feems aftonifh’d—ha, ha, hal=<Nay, it is
cruel |—If the poor youth has the misfortune to be ftrick-
en, you know he can’t refift fate.—Ixion fighed for Juno.

L. Bell. Yes, and he was punifh’d too. What punifh-
ment, Mr. Beauchamp, fhall we decree for you ?

Beauch. 1 am aftonifh’d '—Was it for this your Lady-
fhip commanded me to attend you ?

L. Bell. How cid 1 command you? Do you remember
the words ?

Beauch. 1 do, Madam.—You bid me come this evening,
that | might behold you in the prefence of the man your
heart prefers. :

L. Bell. Well, Sir, and now—now you fee me |—

Spark. Oh, the fweet confufion of the fweet confeffion !

(kiffing ber hand.)

Beauch. (afide) 'Sdeath! this oftentation of felicity,
Madam, is ungenerous, fince you know my heart; ’tis
unworthy you ! But 1 thank you for it—I have a pang the
lefs. (going) ’

L. Bell. Hold, Sir, are you going ?

Beauch. This inftant, Madam.—I came in obedience to

* your commands; but my chaife is at your door, and before

your gay affembly breaks up, [ fhall be far from London,
and in a day or two from England. [ probably now fee
your Ladythip for the laft time.—Adieu |

L. B:ll.” Stay, Mr. Beauchamp ! (agitated)

Spark.. Ay, prithee ftay ! 1 believe Lady Bell has a
mind to make you her conjugal father at the wedding.

Bcauch. 1 forgive you, my Lord.—Excefs of happinefs
frequently averflows into infolence, and it is the privilege
of feiicity to be unfeeling.~Lut how, Madam, has the
humble paffion which has fo long confumed my lite, ren-
dered me fo hateful to yox, as to prompt you to this bar-
bagity ? I have not infulted you with nry love; I have

. fcarcely
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- fcarcely dared whifper it to myfelf: how then have I de-
ferved— ' o
L. Bell. O mercy, don’t be fo grave! I am not infen-
fible to your merit, nor have I beheld your paffion with
difdain.—But what can [ do? Lord Sparkle has fo much
_fathion, fo much elegance—fo much~ . .
Spark. My deareft Lady Bell, Kou juftify my -ideas of
your difcernment : and thus I thank you for the diftin-
guithed honour (kneeling to kifs ber hand.) '

. Enter Soruy from the Wing, -

Sophy. Oh you falfe-hearted man! (crying)

Spez?;. (/iaryting up) Hey-dey! €

Sophy. Don't believe a word he fays, for all you are fo
fine a Lady. He'll tell you of happinefs and mifery, and
this, and that, and the other, but ’tis all common-place and
_hyperbole—and all that fort of thing,

L. Bell, Indeed! What hgs this young Lady claims on
your Lordfhip ? '

Spark. Claims! Ha! ha! ha! Surely your Ladyfhip
can anfwer that in a fingle glance. Claims! Ha! ha! ha!
.Is it my fault that a little ruftic does not knowthe language
of the day ? Compliments are the ready coin of conver-
fa:lion, and ’tis every onc’s bufinefs to underftand their
value. -

Enter PENDRAGON,

Pen. (clapping hint on the fhoulder) True, my Lord,
true;—and pray inftru&t me what was the value of the
compliment, when you told me I fhould make a figure in
the Guards, and that you would fpeak to your great friends
to make me a colonel ? :

Spark. Value! Why, of juft as much as it would bring.!
You thought it fo valuable then, that you got me a hun-
dred extra votes on the ftrength of it ;"and you are now -
a little ungrateful wretch, to pretend 'twas worth nothing,

Enter FITZHERBERT, lading JULIAL

Fitz. But here, Lord Sparkle, is a Lady who claims a
l'i%:lt on a different foundation. She had no Eleétion inte-
reft to provoke your flatteries, yet yon have not fcrupled to .
profefs love to her, whilft under the roof of her friend,

whofe hand you was foliciting in marriage.
’ -Ha o Fulia,

-
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Fulia. Yes, 1 intreat yaut Ladyfhip mot to fancy thit
gozraté 10 bréak the heart{pf half’ Zur fox by bindai‘:v?i_;ord
parkle in the adamantine chains of marriage.—I boaft an
zqua}l right with you, and don’t flatter yourfel€ I thall re-
gn him, ' .

‘Spark. Mere malice, Lady Beli! Fisxherber?s yvafice b
‘liT?l fiever had a ferjous thought of Mifs Mennsys in my
Co :
Enter BELVILLE,

Bel. What, my Lord! and have yau dared talk of love
to t! at Lady without a ferious thought ? ; ‘

Spark. Hey-dey ! what right have you———-—

Bel, Ob, very trifling ! on’y the right"of a Hufbarid—
The Larty fo honour'd by your love-making in j¢/f is my
wife ; in courte, all obligations to her devolve on mre.

Spark, Your wife ! My dear Belville, | give you joy with
all my foul ! You fee tis dlways dangerous to keep fecrets
from your friends. * But is any body elfe coming ? Have
1 any new crimes to be accus'd of ¢ Any miore ‘Witnefles
coming to the bar? "~ ' - ° -

Bel. No; but I am a witnefs in ariew caufe, 2nd accufe

ou of loading”the mind ‘of my friend Beauchamp with-3
}cnfe of obligation y6u had neither fpirit or juftice to confer.

Lady Bell. A Commiffion, my Lord, which was fent Mr.
Beauchamp under a blank cover, by ’one'.who‘,'c;ouvl‘a not bear
to fee his noble fpirit dependént on Your caprices.' '

Belv. And when his fentiments pointed out your Lord<
fhip as his berefator, you accepted the honour, and have
. Jaid heavy taxes on his gratitude,"™ -~ -~~~ v 7

© Spark.’ Well, and what is there in all that? Bequchamp
did not know to whom hé was obliged ; and wou’dn’t it have
been a'm ft urchriftian thing 1o let'a good adtian run about
the world belon. ing to nobody #—1 found it a ftray orphan,
.and fo father'd it.——But_you, Fitzberbert, 1 fee ire the
lawful owner of the brat ; fo pri:hee take it back, and thank
me for the horicur of my patronage. SR

Fitz. Your affeCted pleafantry, Lord Sparkle, may fhield
.you from reféntment, but it will nat from contempt. Youg
effrontery e T
" -Spark. Effrontery! Prithee make diftin&ions ! —What i
,certain lines would be effrontery, iri me is only the eafe’df
Fafhion ; that delightful thing, which enables me at this
moment to ftand ferene amidft your meditated ftorm.——
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L£oine. dear Lady Bell, let ‘us leave thefe good 'gpntiy,
and lo,\r:?urfelves amidft the delights of faﬂngqn, -and g.
charms of bon son. : oL .

Lady Bell. Pardon me, my Lord ! 'As caprioe is abfolutely
neceflary to the charadter of a_fme Jady, you will-notbe
furpris'd if I give an inftance of it now 3 and,-fpite-of your
elegance, your “fafhidn, -and your -wit, prefeat-my-hand to
#his poor foldier—who boafts only worth, pisit, honotr,
and love. - . :

"Beauch. Have a care, Madam !-«Feelings like mine are
ot to betrifled with ! Once already the haopes -yon have
in{pir'd—— o " : o

Eady Bell, The hourrof trifling ts-paft ; and furely it can-
pot appear extraordinary, that 1 prefer the internal worth
of an uncorrupted heart, to the outward polifh of-a mind
too feeble to fupport itfelf againft wice, i the fedullive
forms of fathionable diffipation.

Spark. Hey-dey | -what, is your Ladyfhip in the plot ?

Futz. The plat has been deeper laid than you, ' my Lord,
have been able to conceive. As Ihave -the misfortune to
be related to you, I thought it.my duty to watch over your
condu&. I have feen your plans, which generally tended
‘to your confufion and difgrace ;and many of themthave been
defeated, tho’ you knew not hy what means. :But what
fate does your Lordfhip defign for thefe youn% people, de-
-coy’d by-you from 'their native ignorance ardlhome?

- Spark. Let them retum -to their native-ignoranceand

“home as-faft as they can.

- . Pend. No, no; hang me if I do that !-Iknow:Life
now, and Life P'll have—Hyde-Park, Plays, Operas, and
all that fort of thing.—But, Old Gentleman, as you pro-
mis'd to do fomething for me, what think ye of a Commif-
fion ?~The Captain there can’t want his now ; fuppofe you
turn it over to me?
" Firz, No, young man, you fhall be taken care of ; but
the requifites of a foldier are not thefe of pertnefs and af-
furance. Intrepid fpirit, nice honour, generofity, and un-
derftanding, all unite to form him.—It is thefe which will
make a Britifh foldier once again the firft chara&er in Eu-
sope.~It is fuch foldiers who muft make England once
again invincible, and her. glittering arms triumphant in
every quartér of the globe.
Sophy. Well, Bobby may do as he will—I'll go back to
Lornwall direltly, and warn all my neighbours to take
S fpecial
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fpecial care how they truft to a Lord’s promifes at an Elec«
+ tion again - : : ‘ :

Spark. Well, great attem[Pts and great failings mark the
life of a man of {pirit [—There is eclat even in my difap-
pointment to-night ; and I am ready for a frefh fet of ad-
ventures to-morrow. .

Fuz. Incorrigible man !—But I have done with you.—
Beauchamp bas anfwered all. my hopes, and the difcernment
of this charming woman, in rewarding him, merits the hap-
pinefs that awaits her ; and that I.may give the fulleft fanc-
tion to her choice, I declare bim heir to my eftate. This,
1 know, is a ftroke your Lordthip did not expe&t.

Beauch. And was it then'to you, Sir !~=The tumults of
my gratitude— . o

Fitz. Your conlu& has completely rewarded me; and
in adopting you—— : :

Lady Bell. (interrupting) Oh, I proteft againft that |—
Our union wou!d then appear a prudent, fober bufinefs, and
1 thould lofe the credit of having done a mad thing for the

. fake of the man—my heart prefers.’

Fitz. To you I refign him with pleafure : his fate is in
your hands. ' )

Lady Bell. Then he fhall continue a foldier—one of thofe
whom Love and his Country detain to guard her deareft,
laf? pofleflions.

Beauch, Love and my Country! Yes, ye fhall divide
my heart. Animated by fuch paffions, our forefathers
were invincible ; and if we wou’d preferve the freedom and
“independence they. obtain'd for us, we muft imitate their
virtues. :

- FINTIS
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